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CHAFTEB I. 



Av OLD Boxrai. 

A rcw steps from tbe St. Charies Hotel, In New 
Orleans, brings yoa to and across Canal Street, the 
central avenne of tbe cit^, and to tbat corner where 
the flower-women sit at tbe inner and outer edges of 
tbe arcaded sidewalk, and make the air sweet with 
their fragrant merchandise. Tbe crowd — and tf it is 
nsar tbe time of the carnival it will be great — wiU 
follow Canal Street. 

Bnt yoH tnm, instead, into tbe quiet, narrow way 
which a lover of Creole antiquity, in fondness for k 
romantic paat, is still prone to call the Rue Boyale. 
Ton will pass a few restaurants, a few auction-rooma, 
a few furniture warehouses, and will hardly realize that 
you bave left behind you tbe activity and clatter of a 
city of merchants before yoa find yourself in a region 
of architectural decrepitude, where an ancient and 
loreign-seeming domestic life, in second stories, over- 
hangs the ruins of a former commercial prosperity, and 
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upon eTeiyttjjcg'h&s settled down a long Babbath of 
decay. TqK vehicles in the etreet are few in number, 
. 'i^ld a,{B merely pasaing through ; the Btorea are shrunk* 
«a into sbopa ; you see here and tbere, lliie & patch of 
bright mould, the stall of that aignilicant fungus, the 
Chinaman. Many great doora are shut and clamped 
and grown gray with cobweb; many street windows 
are nuled up ; half the balconies are begrimed and 
rast-eaten, and many of the humid arches and alleys 
Tfrhich characterize the older Franco-Spanish piles of 
stuccoed brick betray a s<inalor almost oriental. 

Tet beauty lingers here. To say nothing of the pic- 
turesque, sometimes you get sight of comfort, some- 
times of opulence, through the unlatched wicket in 
90me porte-coch^e — red-painted brick pavement, foli- 
age of dark p&lm or pale banaoa, marble or granite 
masonry and blooming parterres ; or through a chink 
between some pair of heavy batten window-shutters, 
opened with an almost reptile wariness, your eye gets 
a glimpse of lace and brocade upholstery, silver and 
bronze, and much similar rich antiquity. 

The faces of the inmates are in keeping ; of the 
passengers in the street a sad proportion are dingy 
and shabby ; but just when these are putting you oO 
your guard, there will pass you a woman — more 
likely two or three — of patrician beauty. 

Now, if you will go far enough down this old street, 

you will see, as you approach its intersection with . 

Names in tliat region elude one like ghosts. 

However, as you begin to find the way a trifle mora 
open, yon will not fail to notice on the right-hand sida, 
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kbont midway of the square, a amaU. low, brick honae 
ot & Btory aod a half, set out upon the didcwnlk, aa 
weather-beaten and mate aa an aged h^gar fatten 
■sleep. Its cormgated roof of dull red tilea, Bloping 
down toward yoa with an inward curve, is overgrowii 
with weeds, and in the fall of the year is gay with the 
yellow plnmes of the golden-rod. Yon can almost 
touch with your cane the low edge of the broad, over- 
banging eaves. The hatten shutters at door and win- 
dow, with hinges like those of a postern, are shut with 
a grip that makes one's knuckles and nails feel lacer- 
ated. Save in the brick-work itself there is not a 
cranny. Ton would say the house has the lockjaw. 
There are two doors, and to each a single chipped and 
battered marble step. Continuing on down the side- 
walk, on a Une with the hoose, is a garden masked 
from view by a high, close board-fence. You may 
see the tops of its fruit-trees — pomegranate, peach, 
banana, fig. pear, and particularly one large orange, 
close by the fence, that must be very old. 

The residents over the narrow way, who live in a 
three-stoiy house, originally of much pretension, but 
from whose front door hard times have removed si- 
most all vestiges of paint, will tell you : 
" Yaas, de 'ouse is in'abit ; 'tis live in." 
And this is likely to be all the information you get — 
not that they would not tell, but they cannot grasp the 
idea that yon wish to know — until, possibly, just ai 
yon are turning to depart, your informant, in a singlfl 
word and with the most evident non -appreciation of iti 
value, drops Uie simple key u» the whole matter i 
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" Liey'» qiiadroonB." 

He ma; then be arouaed to meDtion the better ap- 
pe&rance of the place in former years, when the houM* 
of this r^OD generally stood farther ap&rt, and that 
garden comprised the whole square. 

Here dwelt, aixty years ago and more, one Delphine 
Camr« ; or, ae she was commoDly deeignated by the 
few who knew her, Madame Delphine. That she 
owned her home, and that it had been given her by the 
then deceased compaoioa of her days of beauty, were 
facts BO generally admitted as to be, even as far back 
as that sixty years ^o, no longer a subject of gossip. 
She was never pointed out by the denizens of the quar- 
ter as a character, nor her house as a " feature." It 
would have passed all Creole powers of guessing Ui 
divine what you could find worthy of inquiry concern- 
ing a retired quadroon woman ; and not the least puz- 
zled of all would hare been the timid and restivfl 
- ICadomfl Delphine herself. 



CHAPTER n. 



MADAME DKLFHm. 



Dimnfo the first quarter of the present century, tbA 
free quadroon caste of N^ew Orleans was in Its golden 
age. Earlier generations — sprung, upon the one hand, 
from the merry gallants of a French colonial military 
■errice which had grown gross by affiliation with Spaa- 
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1 boatier life, aad. vpaa the otiier baml 
ban eomely Ethiopians culled oat of tb« less negio^ 
•111 ^pes of Africsn live goods, and bought at tfaa 
■kip's aide with Testigea of qoilla and cowriaa and 
copper wire still in their head-dreasea, — these earlier 
generations, with scars of battle oi private rencontn 
■till on tbe fatbets. and of serritnde on the manamit- 
t«d mothers, afforded a mere bint of the splendor that 
was to reaolt from a sorrlTal of the fairest throng 
•erenty-fire years devoted to the elimination of tbe 
black pigment and the coltivatioD of byperian excel- 
lence and nymphean grace and beauty. Xor, if we 
torn to tbe present, is tbe evidence much stronger 
iriiich is offered by the gtna de couieur whom you may 
■ee in the quadroon quarter this afternoon, with " Icha- 
bod " li^ible on tbeir murky foreheads through a vain 
smearing of toilet powder, dragging their chairs down 
to the naiTow gateway of their close-fenced gardens, 
and staring BhrinMngly at you as you pass, like a neat 
of yellow kittens. 

But as the present century was in its second and 
third decades, the qwidrotmea (for we must contrive a 
feminine spelling to define tbe strict limits of tJie caste 
aa then established) came forth in splendor. Old trav- 
ellers spare no terms to tell tb«ir praises, their fauttless- 
nees of feature, their perfection of form, their varied 
styles of oeanty. — for there were e\-en pure Caucasian 
blondes among them, — their fascinating manners, their 
sparkling vivacity, tbeir chaste and pretty wit, tbeir 
grace m tbe dance, tbeir modest proprietv. their ta>t« 
and el^ance is dress. In the gentlest and DKWt 
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poetic eeoae they were indeed the sirens of this Und, 
where it seemed " always afteraoun" — a momeDtarj 
Crianipti of an Arcadian over a Christian civilizadoa, aa 
be&utiful and eo eeductive that it became the subjecl 
of special chapters by writers of the clay more original 
than correct aa social piiilosophers. 

The balls that were got up for them by the male 
mng-puT were to that daj what the camival is to the 
present. Society baUs given the same nights proved 
failures through the coincidence. The magnates of 
government, — municipal, state, federal, — those of the 
army, of the learned professions and of the cluba, — in 
short, the white male aristocracy in every tiling save 
the ecclesiastical deslc, — were there. Tickets were 
high-priced to insure the exclusion of the vulgar. No 
distiuguiahed stranger was allowed to miss them. 
They were beautiful! They were clad in silken ex- 
tenuations from the throat to the feet, and wore, 
withal, a pathos in their charm that gave them a family 
likeness to innocenee. 

Madame Delphine, were yon not a stranger, could 
have told you all about it ; though hardly, 1 suppose, 
without tears. 

But at the time of which we would speak (1321-22) 
her day of splendor was set, and her husband — let us 
call him so for her sake — was loug dead. He was an 
AmerioaD, and, if we take her word for it, a man of 
noble heart and extremely handsome; but this is 
knowledge which we can do without. 

Even m those days the house was always shut, and 
Uadame Delphine's chief oocupalion and end in lifi 
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reared hia U 



oot with the oddnoBs that he who hod i 
had atriveD to produce . 

He had not been brought up by mother or father 
He had lost both id iufancj, and had fallen to the care 
of a rugged old military grandpa of the colonial school, 
whose onccasing endeavor had been to make " his 
boy " as savage and ferocious a holder of unimpeach- 
able social rank as it became a pure-blooded French 
Creole to be who would trace his pedigree back to the 
god Mara. 

" Remember, my boy," was the adjuration received 
by him aa regularly as hia waking cup of black coffee, 
" that none of your family line ever kept the laws of 
any government or oreed." And if it was well that 
he should bear this in mind, it was well to reiterate it 
persistently, for, from the nurse's arms, the boy wore 
a look, not of docility bo much as of gentle, judicial 
benevolence. The domestics of the old man's house 
Qsed to shed tears of laughter to see that look on the 
face of a babe. Hie rude guardian addressed himself 
to the modification of this facial expression ; it had not 
enough of majesty in it, for instance, or of lai^e dare- 
deviltry ; but with care these could be made to come. 

Ajid, true enough, at twenty-one (in Ursiu Lemai- 
tre), the labors of his grandfather were an apparent 
■uccesa. He was not rugged, nor was be loud-spoken, 
as his venerable trainer would have liked to present 
him to society ; but he was as serenely terrible aa a 
well-aimed rifle, and the old man looked upon his re- 
sults with pride. He bad cultivated him up to that 
oitcb where he scorned to practise any rice, or any 
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Tirtne, th&t did not include tlie priociple of Betf-aaser- 
twa. A few tonchea only were wanting here and there 
to achieve perfection, wtien sndilenly the old man died. 
Tet it was his prood satisfaction, before he finally lay 
down, to ace Ursin a fovored companion and the peer, 
both in courtesy and pride, of tboae polished geatl»- 
men famoos in history, the brothers Lafitte. 

The two Lafittea were, at the time young Lemaitre 
reached his majority (say 1808 or 1812), only mer- 
chant-blacksmiths, BO to speak, a term intended to 
amrej the idea of blacfeemithe who never soiled ttieir 
bands, who were men of capital, stood a litUe bitter 
than the clergy, and moved in society among its auto- 
cnlB. Bat ^y were full of possibilitiefl, men of 
action, and men, too, of tboogbt, with already a pro- 
aoonoed disbelief in tfae coatom-hooae. In these days 
of big camrrals tbey would have been patented as the 
dukes of Little Maociiac and Barataris. 

Toong Utain Lemaitre (in fall the name waa L^ 
■a^re-Vigoendle) had not ool/ tbe hearty frteadrit^ 
nt theaegood peagte, but also a oatnral loni tor ao- 
eoanta ; aad as lus two bieada were W*™g afaoot tbm 
vitt SB catopciring c^e, it ea«i^ lesnlted that be 
] Usaelf widt tfae bfaulnriAf^ 
( ezacUy at tfae forge fat tfae Issues' 
I tmiOij, among tbe Africaa SanwiM, lAo, 
wilfc tfaeir sfainiiig bbdt bodie* bated to Ae waist, 
■•de the Boe St. Pfene ring with tfae rtrolce o^ tfarfr 
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Beyond the ken of a oommunity to which the enforo*- 
ment of the revenue laws had long been merely M 
much out or every hibd'b pocket and dish, into the 
ali-deTouring treaeury of Spain. At this d&te they 
had come under a kinder yoke, and to a treasury that 
kt least echoed when the cuatoma were dropped into it j 
but the change was still new. What could a man be 
more than Capitune Lemaitre was — the soul of honor, 
the pink of courtesy, with the courage of the lion, and 
the magnanimity of the elephant; frank — the very 
exchequer of truth! Nay, go higher still: hia paper 
was good in Toulouse Street. To the gossips in the 
gaming-clubB he was the cnlminating proof that smug- 
gling was one of the sublimer virtues. 

Tears went by. Events transpired which have their 
place in history. Under a government which the com- 
munity by and by saw was conducted in their interest, 
smuggling began to lose its respectabUity and to grow 
disreputable, hazardous, and debaseil. In certain on- 
slaughts made upon them by officers of the law, some 
of the smugglers became murderers. The business 
became unprofitable fbr a time until the enterprising 
Lafittes — thinkers — bethought them of a oorrectiTe 
— " privateering." 

Thereupon the United States Government set a price 
apon their heads. Later yet it became known that 
these outlawed pirates had been offered money and 
rank by Great Britain if they woul<^ join her standard, 
then hovering about the water-apj: aches to their n»- 
tive 3ity, and that they had spumed the bribe ; where- 
fore their heads were ruled out of the marknt, and. 
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CHAPTER IV. 



meetiiig and treating witb Andrew uackscn, they wen 
received as lovers of their country, and ae compatrioti 
fought in the battle of New Orleans at the Letul of 
their fearless men, and — here tradition takes up tlM 
tale — were never seen afterward. 
Capitatae Lemaitre was not among the kiUed or 
B woonded, but he was among the migsiDg. 

P 

n The roondest and happiest-looking priest in the city 

I of New Orleans was a little man fondly known among 

K his people as Pi^re Jerome. He was a Creole and a 

member of cue of the city's leading families. Hia 
dwelling wus a little frame cott^e, standing on high 
pillars Just inside a tall, close fence, and reached by a 
narrow out-door stair from the green batten gate. It 
waa well aiirrounded by crape myrtles, and communi- 
cated behind by a descending stair and a plank-walk 
with the rear enlrance of the chapel over whose wor- 
shiiip^rti he daily spread his hands in tenediction. 
The name of the street — ah ! there is where light is 
wantiug. Save the Cathedral and the TJrsuJnes, there 
ie very little of record cooceming churches at that 
lime, though they were springing up here and there. 
All there is certainty of la that Kre Jerome's frant 
t.'hapel was some little new-born " down- town " thing, 
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that may have survived the passage of years, or may 
have escaped " Paxton's Directory " " so aa by fire." 
Hia parlor nas dingy aod carpetleas ; one could amell 
distinctly there the vow of poverty. His bed-chamber 
was bare and clean, and the bed in it narrow and hard ; 
but between the two was a dining-room that would 
tempt a laugh to the lips of any who looked in. The 
table was small, but stout, and all the furniture of the 
room substantial, made of fine wood, aud carved juat 
enough to give the notion of wrinkling pleasantry. 
His mother's and sister's doing, P6re Jerome would 
explain ; they would not permit this apartment — or 
department — to suffer. Therein, as well as in the 
parlor, there was odor, but of a more epicurean sort, 
that explained interestingly the F^re Jerome's rotund- 
ity and rosy smile. 

In this room, and about this miniature round table, 
used sometimes to sit with PSre Jerome two friends to 
whom he was deeply attached— one, Evariate Varril- 
lat, a playmate from early childhood, now his brother- 
in-law ; the other, Jean Thompson, a companion from 
youngest manhood, and both, liie the little priest him- 
self, the regretful rememberers of a fourth comrade 
who was a comrade no more. Like F^re Jerome, they 
had come, through years, to the thick of life's conflicts, 
— the priest's brother-in-law a physician, the other an 
attorney, and brother-in-law to the lonely wanderer, — 
yet they loved to huddle around this small board, and 
be boys again in heart while men in mind. Xeither 
one nor another was leader. In earlier days they had 
always yielded to him wbo no longer met with them a 
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certsm ohieftaiaabip, and tbey still thmight of hiia aud 
talked of turn, and, in their oonjectureB, gropsd after 
him, as one of whom they continued to expect greater 
things than of themselves. 

They sat one day drawn thus close together, sipping 
and theorizing, speculatiug upon the nature of things 
in an easy, bold, sophomoric way, the conTersation for 
the most part being in French, the native tongue of 
the doctor and priest, and spoken with facility by Jean 
Thompson the lawyer, who was half Am6rii!aiQ ; bufc 
running sometimes into English and sometimea into 
mild laughter. Mention had been made of the ab- 
sentee. 

P^re Jerome advanced on idea something lik« this: 

"It is impossible for any finite mind to fix the 
degree of criminality of any human act or of any ba- 
man life. The Infinite One alone can know how much 
of our sin is chargeable to ua, and bow much to our 
brothers or our fathers. We all participate in one 
■nother's sins. There is a. commnnity of responsibility 
attaching to every misdeed. Ko human since Adam 
— nay, nor Adam himself— ever sinned entirely to 
himself. And so I never am called upon to contem- 
plate a crime or a criminal but I feel my cobscieiiee 
pointing at me as one of the accessories." 

-In a word," said Evariate Varrillat, the pfajii- 
oait, " you think we are partly to blame for the cna^ 
■JOB <rf many of your Paternosters, eh ? " 

Father Jerome smiled. 

" Ko ; a man cannot plead so in his own defense ; ' 
oar first Eather tried that, but the plea was Dot n^ 



14 



OLD CREOLE JiATa. 



lowed. Bat, aow, there u our absent friood. I tell 
jov, tml; thie whole communitj onght to be recognized 
M portDera in his mor&l errors. Among another peo- 
ple, reared under wiser care and with better compan- 
ions, how different might he not have been ! How 
can UM apeak of him as a law-breaker who might have 
raved him from that name 7 ' ' Bere the speaker turned 
to Jean Thompson, and changed his speech to Eng- 
lish. " A lady sez to me to-daj : ' Pere Jerome, 'ow 
dat ia a dreadfool dat 'e gone at de coas' of Cuba to 
be one corsair! Ain't it?' 'Ah, madame,' I sez, 
* 'tia a terrible ! I 'ope de good Grod will fo'give dm 
ko' you fo' dat! ' " 

Jean Thompson answered qnlckly: 

"You shonld not have let her say that." 

"Mais, fo' w'y ?" 

*' Vhy, oecaase, if you are partly reaponaible, yon 
otight BO much the more to do what you can to shield 
his reputation. You should have said," — the attor- 
ney changed to French, — " ' He is no pirate ; he baa 
merely taken out letters of marqae and reprisal un- 
der the flag of the repablic of Carthagena ! ' " 

"Ah, bah!" exclaimed Doctor Varrillat, and both 
he and his brother-in-law, the priest, laughed. 

"Why not?" demanded Thompson. 

"Oh!" said the physician, with a shrug, "say id 
tbad way iv you wand." 

Then, suddenly becoming serious, be waa about to 
add something else, when P^re Jerome apoke. 

"I will tell you what I could have said. I ccold 
hftve a^d : ' Madame, yea ; 'tis a terrible fo' him. He 
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ber finger on the Apostles' Creed, commanded him to 
rood. He read it, uncovering Ills liead as he read, then 
atood gazing on her face, which did not quail ; imd 
[hen with a low l>ow, said : ' Give me this book and I 
will do your bidding.' She gave him the book and 
bade him leave the ship, and he left it unmolested." 

P6re Jerome looked from the physician to tbe attor- 
ney and back again, once or twice, with his dimpled 
smile. 

"But he BpeakB Eogltah, they say," said Jean 
Thompson. 

"Be has, no donbt, learned it since he left na," 
aaid the priest. 

" But this ship-master^ too, says his men called him 
Lafltte." 

"Lafitte? No. Doyounotsee? It is yo'ir brother- 
in-law, Jean Thompson I It is your wife's brother ! 
Not Lafitte, but" (softly) " Lemaitre 1 Lemaitre ! 
Capitaine Crsin Lemaitre I " 

The two guests looked at each other with a growing 
drollery on either face, and presently broke into a laugh. 

" Ah 1 " said the doctor, as tbe three rose up, " you 
]uz kip dad cog-an'-bull fo' yo' negs summon." 

Kre Jerome's eyes lighted up — 

"I goiu' to do it! " 

" I tell you," said Evarisle, turning npon him with 
sudden gravity, "iv dad is troo, I tell you w'ad is 
snrfi-Buiel Urain Lemaitre din kyare nut'n fo' dose 
creed; hefaU in love! " 

Then, with a smile, turning to Jean Thompson, and 
oack again to F^re Jerome : 
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one of tlie whiaperere himaelf, — laying a Imnd kindly 
upon hia ehoulder : 

" Father Murphy," — or whatever the name was,— 
"your words coiufort me." 

"How is that?" 

"Because — ' V<b quuin benedixerint mihi homi^ 
nea / ' " ' 

The appointed morning, when it came, was one of 
those exquisite days iu which there is such a universal 
harmony, that worship riaes from the heart lite a 
spring. 

"Truly," said P^re Jerome to the companion who 
was to assist him in the mass, "this is a sabbath day 
which we do not have to make holy, but only to keep 

BO." 

Maybe it was one of the secrets of P&re Jerome's 
success as a preacher, that he took more thought as to 
how he should feel, than as to what he should say. 

The cathedral of those days was called a very plain 
old pile, boasting neither beauty nor riches ; but to 
P^re Jerome it was very lovely ; and before its homely 
altar, not homely to him, in the performance of those 
solemn offices, symbols of heaven's mightiest truths, 
iu the hearing of the organ's harmonics, and the yet 
more elegant interunion of human voices in the choir, 
ia overlooking the worshipping throng which knelt 
under the soft, chromatic lights, and in breathing tha 
sacrificial odors of the chancel, he found a deep and 
solemn joy ; and yet I guess the finest thought of bis 
Kjul the while was one that came thrice and again: 

• •■ Wot Biilo DU vbaii aU mou Bpwk MA of ma t ■ 
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" Be not deceived, Pdre Jerome, because wiDtlineM 
of feeling is easy here ; joa are the Bame prieat wbo 
orerslept this niormng, and over-ate jestcrdaj, and 
vDl, in some vay, easily go wrong Ukiuottow and tiba 
da; after." 

He took it with him when — the Veni Oreator ■ 
— he went into the polpit. Of the senaoo be p 
traditaon baa preaeired for us only a few brief aaj- 
D^, bat tbey are stntng and sweet 

"H; frienda," he aaid, — thia waa near tbe begitt- 
■ing, — "ttie aagr; words of God'a book are Toyd 
Bcxd&d — tbey are nwant liO driye ob bcmie; bat tha 1 
ttader words, mj friends, the; are sometimes teniUel 1 
^JMioe tbew. the tenderest wonU of (be takderafl 

r that erer came from the Up* ot a Ueased n 

(■■i^tfae djing woids of the holy Saint Stefdus, ■ Loiil,il 

whij not this bin to their chaige.' la there i 

l^mdful is that? Bead it thiu: ' Lord, la; not t 

a to their charge.' Kot tu the charge of Ifaea m 

■toned him? To whose charge then? Go ask tha holf^l 

Sunt PauL Three jean afterwatd, pnyiag in ttlfl 

taiqde at JenBalem, be aaavered that qaestioD : * X | 

I faj and oooMBted.' He answered Cor I 

■Ij; hot tlw Da; mast oooae when aO that wickai>l 

1 that aeid SaiM Stephen awa; to be sUxwd, aai 1 

t dtf ot Jenaslcai, mnat hoid np the band aac] 

'We, a]ao, Lord — we stood b;,' 

t the simpler meaidiig of tiiat djriag aahtf s pr^w^ 

\ flwttepaidoa of UsBwdenn » bidden dke tenaia 

ftaA that we aO hare a diare b one anotbo's ■ 

Thw Rra JetoaM toutted Ua kej-oote. A 
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time has spared ua beside may be given in ■ tew hd 
tences. 

"Ah!" he cried once, "if it were merely my own 
sina that I had to answer for, I might hold up my head 
l>efore the rest of mankiDd ; but uo, no, my friends — 
we cannot look each other in the face, fur each haa 
helped the other to ain. Oh, where is there any room, 
in this world of common diagrace, for pride? Even 
if we had no common hope, a common despair ought 
to bind us iogetiia and forever silence the voice of 
BcomI " 

And again, this ; 

" Even in the piomiae to Noe, not again to destroy 
the race with a flood, there is a whisper of solemn 
warning. The moral account of the antediluvians was 
closed off and the balance brought down in the year 
of the deluge ; but the account of those who come after 
runs on and on, and the blessed bow of promise itself 
warns us that God will not stop it till the Judgment 
Day ! O God, I thank thee that that day must come at 
last, when thou wilt destroy the world, and stop the 
interest on my account I " 

It was about at this point that Fdre Jerome noticed, 
more particularly than he had done before, sitting 
among the worshippers near him, a smaU, sad-faced 
woman, of pleasing features, out dark and faded, who 
gave him profound attention. With her was another in 
bett«r dress, seemingly a girl still in her teens, though 
her face and neck wore Bcrupulously concealed by a 
heavy veil, and her hands, which were small, by gloves. 

" Qnadroones," thought he, with a iitii of deep pity. 
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Once, &s he uttered some Btirriiig word, he saw the 
mother and daughter (if such they were), while they 
Btill best theii' gaze upon hint, clasp each other's hacd 
fervently in the daughter's lap. It was at these words : 

"My friends, there are thousands of people in this 
city oE New Orleans to whom society givea the ten 
commandments of God with all the nots rubbed out I 
Ahl good gentlemen I if God sends the poor weakling 
to purgatory for leaving the right path, where ought 
some of you to go who strew it with thorns and briers ! " 

The mOTement of the pair was only seen because he 
watched for it. He glanced that way again a« he said : 

" God, be very gentle with those children who 
would be nearer heaven this day had they aever had a 
father and mother, but had got their religious training 
from such a sky and earth as we have in Louisiana 
this holy morning ! Ah ! jay friends, nature is a big- 
print catechism I " 

The mother and daughter leaned a little farther for- 
ward, and exchanged the same spasmodic hand-presS' 
ure as before. The mother's eyes were full of tears. 

"I once knew a man," continued the little priest, 
glancing to a side aisle where he had noticed Evariets 
and Jean sitting against eacL other, " who was care- 
fully taught, from infancy to manhood, this single only 
principle of life : defiance. Not justice, not righteous- 
ness, not even gain ; but defiance : defiance to God, 
defiance to man, defiance to nature, defiance to rea> 
son ; defiance and defiance and defiance." 

" He is going to tell it t " murmured Evariste to 
Jean. 
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"This man," cxmtmued P£re Jerome, "became • 
smuggler and at last a pirate in the Gulf of Mexico. 
Lord, lay Dot that sin to bis cliargo alone ! But a 
strange thing followed. Eeing in command of men of 
a sort that to control required to be kept at the auster- 
est distance, he now found himself separated from the 
human world and thrown into the solenm companicn- 
ship with the sea, with the air, with the atorm,the ealm 
tiie heavens by day, the heavens by night. My friends, 
that was the first time in his life that he ever found 
himself in really good company. 

"Now, this man had a great aptness for accounta. 
He had kept them — had rendered them. There was 
beauty, to him, in a correct, balanced, and closed ac- 
count. An account unsatisfied was a deformity. The 
I'csult is plain. That man, looking out night after 
night upon the grand and holy spectacle of the starry 
deep above and the watery deep below, was sure to 
find himself, sooner or later, mastered by the con^^c 
tiou that the great Author of thie majestic creation 
keeps account of it ; and one night there came to him, 
like a spirit walking on the sea, the awful, silent qnea- 
tion : 'My account with God — how does it stand?' 
Ah! friends, that is a question which the book ot 
nature does not answer. 

"Did I say the book of nature ia a catechism? Yes. 
But, after it answers the first question with 'God,' 
nothing but questions follow; ani so, one day, this 
man gave a ship full of merchandise for one tittle book 
which answered those questions. God help him to 
understand it I and God help you, monsieur, and you, 
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modame, sitting here in jour smuggled clothes, to 
beat upon the breast ■with me and cry, 'I, too. Lord — 
I, too, Btood by and conBcnted.' " 

P&re Jerome had no* intended these for hia closing 
words ; but just there, straight away before his sight 
and almost at the farthest door, a man rose slowly 
from his seat and regarded him steadily with a kind, 
bronzed, sedate face, and th« sermoQ, as if by a sign 
of command, was ended. While the Credo was being 
chanted he was still there ; but when, a moment after 
its close, the eye of P^^e Jerome returned in that di- 
rection, his place was empty. 

As the little priest, his labor done and his Test- 
ments changed, was turning into the Rue Boyale and 
leaving the cathedral out of sight, be just had time to 
understand that two women were purposely allowing 
him to overtake them, when the one nearer him spoke 
in the Creole patois, saying, with some timid haste : 

" Good-morning, Pere^Pfere Jerome ; P6re Jerome, 
we thank the good God for that sermon." 

"Then, so do I," said the little man. They were 
the same two that he had noticed when he was preach- 
ing. The younger one bowed silently ; she was a 
beautiful figure, but the slight effort of Pfere Jerome's 
kind eyes to see through the veil was vain. He would 
presently have passed on, but the one who had spoken 
before said : 

" I thought you lived in the Eue des Ursulines." 

"Yes; but I am going this way to see a sick person." 

The woman looked up at him vrith an expression of 
mingled confidence and timidit;. 
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" It must be s blessed thing to be so useful se to be 
needed by the good God," she said. 

F6re Jerome smiled : 

" God does not need me to look after hia sick : bat 
be allows me to do it, just as you let your tittle boy in 
frocks carry iu chips." He miglit have added that be 
'oved to do it, quite as much. 

It was plain the woman had somewhat to ask, and 
was trying to get courage to ask it. 

" Tou have a litlle boj? " asked the priest. 

" Ho, I have only my daughter; " she indicated the 
girl at her side. Then she began to say something 
else, stopped, and with much nervousness asked: 

" P^re Jerome, what was the name of that man? " 

"His name?" said the priest. " You wish to know 
his name?" 

" Yes, Monsieur " (or MicM, as she spoke it) ; " it 
waa such a beautifnl story." The speaker's compan- 
ion looked another way. 

"His name," said Father Jerome, — " some say 
one name and some another. Some tlunk it was Jean 
Lafitte, the famous ; you have heard of him? And do 
yon go to my church, Madame ? " 

" No, Mich6 ; not in the past ; but from this time, 
yes. My name" — shti choked a little, and yet it 
evidently gave her pleasure to offer this mark of confl- 
deoce — "is Madame Delphine — Delphine Cairaze." 
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Pte^ Jkbohb'b smile aad exclamation, as Bone dsji 
later he entered bis parlor in response to the announce- 
ment of a visitor, were indicative of hearty greetiDg 
rather tlian aurprise. 

" Madame Delphine ! " 

Yet aurprise could hardly have been altogether ab- 
sent, for though another Sunday had not yet come 
around, the elim, emaUish figure sitting in a oomer, 
looking very much alone, and clad in dark attire, 
which seemed to have been washed a trifle too often, 
was Delphine Carraze on her second visit. And this, 
he waa confident, was over and above an attendance in 
the confeaaionol, where he was sure he had recognized 
her voice. 

She rose bashfully and gave her hand, then looked 
to the floor, and began a faltering speech, with a swal- 
lowing motion in the throat, amiled weakly and com 
menced ^ain, speaking, as before, in a gentle^ low 
note, frequently lifting up and casting down her eyes 
while shadows of anxiety and smiles of apology chased 
each other rapidly across her face. She was trying to 
ask his advice. 

"Sit down," said ho; and when they had taken 
•oatd she resumed, with downcast eyes : 

" Ton know. — probably I should have said tliia m 
tJie ooofessional. bit" — 
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"No matter, Madame DelpLine; I imdeiBtandi 
you did not want an oracle, perhape ; you want ■ 
friend." 

She lifted her eyes, shining with teara, and dropped 
them again. 

"I" — she ceased. "I have done a" — abe 
dropped her head and shook it despondingly — *' g 
cruel thing." The tears rolled from her eyes as she 
turned away her face. 

PSre Jarome remained silent, and presently she 
turned again, with the evident intention of speaking at 
length. 

"It began nineteen years ago — by" — her eyes, 
which she had lifted, fell lower than ever, her brow 
and neck were suffused with blushes, and she mur- 
mured — "1 fell in love." 

She said no more, and by and by P4re Jerome re- 
plied: 

"Well, Madame Delphine, to love is the right of 
every soul. I believe in love. If your love was pure 
and lawful I am sure your angel gnardiaD smiled upon 
you ; and if it was not, I cannot say you have noth- 
ing to answer for, and ^et I think God may have said 
"She is a quadrooae; all the rights of her woman- 
hood trampled in the mire, sin made easy to her — 
almost compulsory, — chante it to account of whom 
it may concern." 

"No, no!" B&id Madame Delphine, looking np 
quickly, "some of it might fall upon " — Her eyet 
fell, and she commenced biting her lips and nervously 
ptnching little folds in her skirt. "He was good — ai 



MADAME DBLPHISB. 



27 



good as the law would let hiia be — setter, indeed, foi 
he left me property, which reftU; the strict law doet 
not allow. He loved our little daughter very moch. 
Be wrote to his mother and sisters, owning all hi* 
error and asking them to take the child and bring her 
up. I sent her to them when he died, which was soon 
aft«r, and did not see my child for sixteen years. But 
we wrote to each other all the time, and she loved 
me. Andthen — atlast" — Madame Delphine ceased 
apealfing, but went on diligently with her agitated fin- 
gers, taming down foolish hems lengthwise of her lap. 

"At last your mother-heart conquered," aaid P^ 
Jerome. 

She nodded. 

" The sisters nuuried, the mother died ; I saw thai 
even where she was she did not escape the reproach 
of her birth and blood, and when she asked me to let 
her come " — The speaker's brimming eyes rose an 
instant. "I know it was wicked, bat — I sud, 
come." 

The tears dripped through her hands upon her 
dress. 

"Was it she who was with yon last Sunday?" 

"Yes." 

" And now you do not know what to do with her? " 
* JiAI c'est fa om! — that is it." 
I "Does she look like yoa, Madame Delphine?" 
^ "Oh, thank Goe', no! you would never believe sfaa 
'VU my daughter she is white and lieautiful! " 

" You thank God for that which is your main diffl 
ealty, Hadamc Delphine." 
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"Alas I yes." 

Pure Jerome laid his palms tightly across Mb knees 
with Mb arms bowed out, and £xed his eyes upon the 
ground, pondering. 

"I suppose she is a sweet, good daughter?" eaid 
he, glancing at Madame Delphine, without changing 
hia attitude. 

Her answer was to raise her eyes rapturously. 

"Which gives us tha dilemma in its fullest force," 
■aid the priest, speaking as if to the floor. " She has 
no more place than if she Lad dropped upon a strange 
planet" He suddenly looked up with a brightness 
wMch almost as quickly passed away, and then he 
looked down again. His happy thought was the clois- 
ter ; but he instantly oEiid to himself: "They cannot 
have overlooked that choice, except intentionally — 
which they have a right to do." He could do nothing 
but shake his head. 

" Acd suppose you ehould suddenly die," he said ; 
he wanted to get at once to the worst. 

The woman made a quick gesture, and buried her 
head in her handkerchief, with the stifled cry : 

" Oh, Olive, my daughter ! " 

" Well, Madame Delphine," said Pere Jerome, more 
buoyantly, " one thing is sure : we must find a way 
out of this trouble." 

"Ah! " she eiclaimed, looking heavenward, "if it 
might be i " 

" But it must be I " said the priest. 

"But how shall it be?" asked the desponding 
{roman. 
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" Ah ! " said P^re Jerome, with a flhru^, " <hA 
knows," 

" Yes," said the quadroone, with a quick sparkle ia 
her gentle eye ; " and I know, if God would tell any- 
body. He would tell you 1" 

The priest smiled and rose. 

'■ Do you think so ? Well, leave me to think of it. 
I will ask Him," 

" And He will tell you I " she replied. " And Ha 
will hleea you ! " She rose and gave her hand. As 
she withdrew it she smiled, " I had such a atraugs 
dream," ehe said, backing toward the door. 

"Yes?" 

"Yes. I got my troubles all mixed up with your 
sermon. I dreamed I made tliat pirate the guardian 
of my daughter." 

F^re Jerome smiled also, and shrugged. 

" To you, Madame Delphine, as you are placed, 
evBiy white man in this country, on land or on water, 
is a pirate, and of all pirates, I think that one it, 
without doubt, the beat." 

"Without doubt," echoed Madame Delphine, wea- 
rily, still withdrawing backward. Fi^ re Jerome stepped 
forward alid opened the dooiv 

The shadow of some one approaching it from with- 
out fell upon the threshold, and a man entered, dreanod 
in dark blue cottonade, lifting from his head a fine 
Panama hat, and from a broad, smooth brow, fair 
where the hat had covered it, and dark below, gently 
stroking back his very soft, brown locks. Madame 
Delphine slightly ataited aside, whik P£r« Jdron* 
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reached silentlj", but eagerly, forward, grasped alarger 
hand than his own, an^ motioned its owner to a seat. 
Madame Delphine'a ej'es ventured no higher than to 
diacoTsr that the shoes of the visitor were of white duck. 

" Well, P^re Jerome," she said, in a hurried under- 
tone, " I am just goin^ to say Hail Marys all the time 
till you find that out for me ! " 

" Well, I hope that will be soon, Madame Carraze. 
Good-day, Madame Carraze." 

And as she departed, the priest turned to the new 
comer and extended both hands, saying, in the same 
familiar dialect in which he had been addressing the 
quadroon e : 

" Well-a-day, old playmate ! After bo many years I " 

They sat down side by side, like husband and wife, 
the priest playing with the other's hand, and talked of 
times and seasons past, often mentioning Evariste and 
often Jean. 

Madame Delphine stopped short half-way home and 
returned to PiVe Jerome's. His entry door waa wide 
open and the parlor door ajar. She passed through 
the one and with downcast eyes was standing at the 
other, her hand lifted to knock, when the door was 
drawn open and the white duck shoes passed out. 
She saw, besides, this time the blue cottonade suit. 

" Tes," the voice of PSre Jerome vras saying, as bis 
face appeared in the door — "Ah! Madame" — 

"I lef my para*o?," said Madame Delphine, in 
English. 

There was this quiet evidence of a defiant spirit 
tiidden somewhere down under her general timidily. 
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Chat, KgaliiBt a fierce coDvcntional prohibition, stM 
wore a bonnet mstead of the turban of her caste, and 
carried a paraeol. 

Pfire Jerome turned and brought tt. 

He made a rootiou in the direction In which the Utt 
vlflitor had disappeared. 

" Madame Oelphine, you a&w dat man? " 

"Not his face." 

" Yon couldn' billiere me W I tell yoo w'at dat man 
purpoM to do I " 

"Is dad BO, F^re Jerome F" 

" He's goin' to hopen a bank I " 

" Ah I " said Madame Delphine, seeing she was ex- 
pected to be astonished. 

Fdre Jerome evidently longed to tell something that 
was best kept secret ; he repressed the impulse, but his 
heart had to say something. He threw forward one 
hand and looking pleasantly at Madame Delptiine, 
with his lips dropped apart, clenched his extended 
hand and thrusting it toward the ground, said in a 
solemn undertone: 

" He is (Sod's own banker, Madame Delphine." 
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Ma th k" Delphine sold one of the comsr lota of 
her property. She hod almost no revenue, and now 
and then a piece bad to go. As a consequence of tbt 
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Bale, she had & few large banK-notee eewed up in hei 
petticoat, and one day — maybe a fortnight after her 
tearful interview with PJre Jerome — abe found it ne- 
ctfisary to gGt one of these changed into small money. 
She was in the Rue Toulouse, looking from odo side to 
the other for a bank which was not in that street at all, 
when she noticed a small sign hanging above a door, 
bearing the name " Vignevielle," She looked in. 
P^re Jerome had told her (when she had gone to him 
to ask where she shoold apply for change) that if she 
could only wait a few days, there would be a new 
concern opened in Toulouse Street, — it really seemed 
as if VigTevielle was the name, if she could judge ; il 
looked to 'v.'S, and it was, a private banker's, — " U. L. 
Vignevielle's," according to a larger inscription which 
met her eyes as she ventiired in. Behind the counter, 
exchanging some last words with a busy>maanered man 
outside, who, in withdrawing, seemed bent on running 
over Madame Delphine, stood the man in blue cotton- 
ade, whom she had met in FSre Jerome's doorway. 
Xow, tor the first time, she saw his face, its strong, 
grave, human ktndnese shining softly on each and 
every bronzed feature. The recognition was mutual. 
He took pains to speak first, saying, in a re-assuring 
tone, and in the language he had last heard her use : 
" 'Ow I kin serve yon, Madame? " 
" Iv you pliz, to mague daii bill change, Mich4." 
She pulled from her pocket a wad of dark cotton 
handkerchief, from which she began to untie the im- 
prisoned note. Madame Delphine had an nscommon- 
ty sweet voice, and it seemed so to stdke Moosieni 
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Piguovielle. He spoke to her once or twice more, as 
be waited on her, each time in EngliBh, ae though 
he eajojed the bumble melody of its tone, and pres- 
ently, aA Bho turned to go, be said : 

" Madame Carraze ! " 

She started a little, but bethougbt herself instantl; 
that ha had hoard her name in P6re Jerome's parlor. 
The good father might even have eaid a few words about 
ber after her first departure ; he bad such an overflow- 
ing heart. " Madame Carraze," said Monsieur Vigne- 
vielle, " doze kine of note wad you 'an' me Juz now is 
bein' conlreflt. You muz tek kyah from doze kine of 
note. You see " — He drew from bis cash-drawer a 
note resembling the one he liad just changed for her, 
uid proceeded to point out certain teste of genuine- 
ness. The counterfeit, he said, was so and so. 

"Bud," she exclaimed, with much dismay, "dad 
was de manner of my bill 1 Id muz be — led me see 
dad bill wad I give you, — if you pliz, Michd," 

Monsieur Vigneville turned to engage in conversation 
with an employ^ and a new visitor, and gave no sign of 
hearing Madame Delphiue's voice. She asked a second 
time, with like result, lingered timidly, and as be tuniec 
to give bis attention Lo a third visitor, reiterated : 

"Mich6 Vignevi^lle, I wizh you pliz led " — 

" Madame Carraze," he said, turning so suddenly 
M to make the frightened little woman start, but ex- 
tending his palm with a show of frankness, and ftS8;.m- 
ing a look of benignant patience, " 'ow I kin fine doze 
Bote now, mongs' all de rez? Iv you p'iz nod ta 
Biagne me doze troab'." 
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" Yez." 

For 1 lew moments neither eppke, ana then Moubwu 
Vignevielle said : 

"I will do dad," 

"Lag ehe been you' h-own?" aaked the mother, 
anfffiring from her own boldness. 

" She's a good 1111' chile, eh? " 

" Michd, Bhe 'a a lill' hangel ! " exclaimed Madame 
Delphine, with a look of dietress. 

" Tez ; I teg kyah 'v 'er, lag my h-own. I mague 
you dad promise." 

"But" — There waa something atiU in the way, 
Madame Delphino seemed to think. 

The banker waited in silence. 

" I suppose you will want to see my lill' girl? " 

He emiled ; for she looked at him aa if she would 
implore him to decline. 

" Oh, 1 tek you' word fo' halt dad, Madame Carraze. 
It mague no differend wad she loog lag ; I don' wan' 
see 'er." 

Madame Detphine's parting smile — she went very 
shortly — was gratitude beyond speech. 

Monsieur Viguevielle returned to the seat he had left, 
and resumed a newspaper. — the Louisiana Gazette in 
all probabOity, — which he had laid down upon Mad- 
ame De.phine's entrance. His eyes fell upon a para- 
graph which had previously escaped his notice. Ther« 
they rested. Either he read it over and over unweary- 
uigly, or he was lost in thought. Jean Thompson 
entered. 

" NoWi" aald Mr. Thompson, in a suppressed tone- 
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Liending 8 litUc serosa the table, and laying one palm 
ufcia a package of papera which lay in the other, " !( 
Ton could rctiri' from your business 
any day inside of six houra without loss to anybody." 
(Botli here and elsewhere, let it be understood that 
where good English b given the words were spoken in 
good French.) 

MoQBieur Vignevielle raised his eyes and extended 
the newspaper to the attorney, who received it and 
read the paragraph. Its substance was that a certain 
vessel of the navy had returned from a cruise in the 
Gulf of Mexico and Straits of Florida, where she had 
done valuable service against the pirates — having, for 
instance, destroyed in one fortnight in January last 
twelve pirate vessels afloat, two on the stocks, and 
three establishmenta ashore. 

"United States brig Porpoise," repeated Jsan 
Thoiopson. "Do you know her?" 

"We are acquainted," 8«d Monsieur Vignerleile. 



CHAPTEB Vm. 



A qciET footstep, a grave new presence od flnaneial 
■idewaike, a neat garb slightly out of date, a gently 
stroQft and kindly pensive face, a silent bow, a new 
sign in the Eue Toulouse, a lone figure with a cane, 
iralk>ng in meditation in the evening light under ttu 
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willows of Can&l Marign;, a loog-dBrkeaed window 
re-liglitcd in tljc Rue Conti — these vrere &11; a fall of 
dew would scarce have been more quiet than was the 
return of Urein Lemaitre-Vignevielle to the preciEcta 
of his hirth and early life. 

But we hardly give the event its right name. It wa* 
Capitaine Lemaitre who had disappeared ; it was Mon- 
sieur VignevieUe who had come back. The pleasures, 
the hauDta. the companions, that had odcc held out 
their charms to the impetuous youth, offered no entice- 
ments to Madame Delphine's banker. There is this 
to be said oven for the pride his grandfather had 
taught him, that it had always hald him above low 
indulgences ; and though he had dallied with kings, 
queens, and knaves througl) all the mazes of Faro, 
Rondeau, and Craps, he had done it loftOy ; but now 
be maintained a peaceful estrangement from all. Eva- 
riste and .letin, themselves, found him only by seeking. 

" It is the r^ht way.' ' he said to P&re Jerome, the 
day we saw him there. " Ursin I^emaitre is dead. I 
have buried him. He left a will. I am his executor." 

" He is crazy," said his lawyer brother-in-law, im- 
patiently. 

"On the contr-y," replied the little priest, " 'e 'm 
oome ad hisse'f." 

Evariste spoke. 

" Look at his fai.e, Jean. Men with that kind of 
face are the last to go crazy." 

"Ton have not proved that," replied Jean, with an 
attorney's obstinacy. "You should bave heard him 
talk the other day about that newspaper paragraph 
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* I have taken Ursin Lemaitre's head ; I tiave it with 
me ; I claim tho reward, hut I desire to commate it to 
citizenabip. ' He is crazy." 

Of oouTBe Jean Tbompsoo did not believe wluit ha 
said; but tie said it, and, in his vexation, repeated it, 
on the baivquettea and at the clubs ; and pruaently it 
took the Bbape of a slj rumor, that the retamed rover 
was a trifle snarled in bis top-hamper. 

This whisper was helped into circulation by many 
trivial eccentricities of manner, and by the unaccount- 
able oddnesB of some of his transactiona in business. 

"My dear sir!" cried his astounded lawyer, one 
day, "you are not mnning a charitable inatitution ! " 

"How do you Imow?" said Monsieur Yignevlelle. 
There the conversation ceased. 

"Why do you not found hospitals and asylums at 
once," asked the attorney, st another time, with a 
vexed laugh, " and get the credit of it? " 

"And nmke the end worse ttiao the beginning, ' 
said the banker, with a gentle smile, turning away to ■ 
desk of books. 

" Bah ! " muttered Jean Thompson. 

Monsieur Vignevieile betrayed one very bad symp- 
tom. Wherever he went he seemed looking for some- 
body. It may have been perceptible only to those whc 
were sufficiently interested in him to study his move- 
ments ; but those who saw it once saw it always. He 
never passed an open door or gate but he glanced in ; 
■ud often, where it stood but slightly ajar, you might 
•ee him give it a gentle push with his hand or cane 
It was very singular. 



He walked much alooe after dark. The gaxchin 
goes (garroters, we might say), at those times tb« 
dtj's particular terror by night, never crossed bit 
path. He was one of tboae men for whom danger 
appears to stand aside. 

One beuutiful summer night, when all nature seemed 
hushed in ecstasy, the last blush gone that told of the 
Bun's parting, Monsieur Vignevielle, in the course 
of one of those oontemplatlve, uncompanioned walks 
which it was his habit to take, came slowly along the 
more open portion of the Rue Eoyale, with a step 
which was soft without intention, occasionally touching 
the end of his stout ca.ne gently to the ground and 
looking upward among bis old acquaintances, the stars. 

It was one of those southern nights under wboea 
spell all the sterner enei^ies of the mind cloak them- 
selves and He down in bivouac, and the fancy and the 
imagination, that cannot sleep, slip their fetters and 
escape, beckoned away from behind every flowering 
bash and swcct-smclling tree, and every streteb of 
lonely, half-lighted walk, by the genius of poetry. 
The air stirred softly now and then, and was still 
again, as if the breezes lifted their expectant piniona 
and lowered them once more, awaiting the rising of 
the moon in a silence which fell upon the fields, itia 
roads, the gai'dens, the walls, and the suburban and 
half-Bubnrban streets, like a pause in worship. And 
anon she rose. 

Monsieur Vignevielle's steps were bent toward the 
more central part of the town, and he was presently 
passing along a high, close, board-fence, on the right 
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haad side of the way, wbeo, just witbio this eucloBure, 
and almost overhead, in llie ilark bougba of a large 
orauge-tree, a mocking-bird began the first low flute- 
notes of bis all-night song. It may have been only 
the nearness of the songBter that attracted the paseer'a 
attention, but be paused and looked up. 

And then he remarked something more, — that the 
air where he had stopped waa filled with the over- 
powering sweetasss of the night- jasmine. He looked 
around ; it could only be inside the fence. There was 
a gate just there. Would he push it, as his wont was ? 
The grass was growing abont it in a thick turf, as 
though the entrance had not been used for years. An 
iron staple clasped the cross-bar, and was driven deep 
into the gate-post. But now an eye that had been in 
the blacksmithiog business — an eye which had later 
received high training as an eye for fastenings ^ fell 
upon that staple, and saw at a glance that the wood 
had shrunk from it, and it had sprung from its hold, 
though without falling out. The strange babit asserted 
itself ; he laid his lar^e hand upon the cross-bar ; the 
tnrf at the base yielded, and the tall gate was drawn 
partly open. 

At that moment, as at the moment whenever he 
drew or pushed a door or gate, or looked in at a win- 
dow, ho was thinking of one, the image of whose face 
«&d form had never left his inner vision since the day 
it had met him in hi» hfe's path and turned him face 
about from the way of destruction. 

The bird ceased. The canee of the intermptiOD, 
f4*niii»ig within the opening, saw before him, mrch 
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obacured by its own uumeroua shadows, a broad, ill- 
kept, niany-tlowered gai'den, among whose untrimiaed 
rose-trees and tangled vines, and often, also, in its old 
walks of pounded shell, the coco-grass and crab-grass 
had spread riotously, and sturdy weeds stood up in 
bloom. He stepped in and drew the gate to after hiim 
There, very near by, was the clump of jasmine, whose 
ravishing odor had tempted him. It stood just beyond 
a brightly moonlit path, which turned from him in a 
curve toward the residence, a little distance to the 
right, and escaped the liew at a point where it seemed 
more than lilcely a door of the house might open upon 
it. While he still looked, there fell upon his ear, from 
around that curve, a light footstep on the broken shells 
— one only, and then all was for a moment still again. 
Had he mistaken ? No. The same soft click was re- 
peated nearer by, a pale glimpse of robes came through 
the tangle, and then, plainly to view, appeared an out- 
line — a presence — a form — a spirit — a girl ! 

From throat to instep she was as white as Cynthia. 
Something above the m edium height, slender, lithe, her 
abundant hair rolling in dark, rich waves back from 
her brows and dovro from her crown, and falling in 
two heavy plaits beyond her round, broadly girt waist 
and full to her knees, a few escaping locks eddying 
lightly on her graceful neck and her temples, — ^her 
arms, half hid in a anowy mist of sleeve, let down to 
guide her spotless skirts free from the dewy touch of 
tiie grass, — straight down the path she came I 

Will she stop ? Will she turn aside ? Will she espy 
tha dark form in the deep shade of the orange, audi 
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with one piercing scream, 'wheel and vanish t 8h« 
draws near. She approaches the jasmine ; she nusea 
her arms, the sleeves falling like a vapor down to the 
shoulders ; rises upon tiptoe, and plucks a spray. 
Memory 1 Can it be ? Can it be ? Is this Mb quest, or 
is it lunacy ? The ground seems to Monsieur Vigne- 
vielle the unsteady sea, and he to stand once more on 
a deck. And she? As she is now, if she but turn 
toward the orange, the whole glory of the moon will 
shine upon her face. His heart stands still ; he is 
waitingforhertodo that. She reaches up again ; this 
time a hunch for her mother. That neck and throat I 
Now she fastens a spray in her hair. The mocking- 
bird cannot withhold ; he breaks into BOng — she turns 
— she turns her face — it is she, it is she I Madame 
Delphine's daughter is the girl he met on the ship. 



Sbe vraa just passing seventeen — that beautiful . 



year when the heart of the maiden still beats quickly 
with the surprise of her new dominion, while with gen- 
tle dignity her brow accepts the holy coronation of 
womanhood. The forehead and temples beneath her 
loosely bound hair ware fair without paleness, and 
meek without languor. She had the soft, lack-lustre 
beauty of the South ; no iniddiness of uoi-al, no waxen 
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white, no pink of shell ; do heavenly blue i 
glance ; but a face that seemed, in all its ot)i«r 
beauties, only a tender accompaniment for the lai^e, 
brown, melting eyes, ^here the openness of child- 
nature mingled dreamily with the sweet mysteriee of 
maidei:) thought. We &ay no color of shell on face or 
throat : hut this was no deficiency, that which took ita 
place being the warm, transparent tint of sculptured 
ivory. 

This side doorway which led from Madame Det- 
phine's house into her garden was over-arched partly 
by an old remnant of vine-covered lattice, and partly 
by a crape-myrtle, agaiost whose small, polished trunk 
leaned a rustic seat. Here Madame Delphine and 
Olive loved to sit when the twilights were balmy or the 
moon was bright. 

" Chine," said Miulame Delphine on one of those 
evenings, " why do you dream so much? " 

She spoke in the patoia most natural to her, and 
which her daughter had easily learned. 

The girl turned her face to her mother, and smiled, 
then dropped her glance to the hands in her own lap, 
which were listlessly handling the end of a ribbon. 
The mother looked at her with fond solicitude. Her 
dress was white again ; this was but one night since 
ttutt in which Monsieur Vignevielle had seen her at tht. 
bush of night-Jasmine. He had not been discovered, 
but had gone away, shutting the gate, and leaving it 
aa he had found it. 

Her head was uncovered. Its plaited masses, qoita 
Mark m th*; moonlight, hnng down and coiled npoB 
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thfl bench, by ber side. Her chaste drapery was ol 
that revived cluasic order which the world of faehioD 
was again laying aside to re-aasume the medueral 
bondage of the stajlaoe ; for New Oiieana was behind 
the fashionable world, and Madame Delphine aii<l her 
daughter were behind New Orleans. A delicate scarf, 
pale blue, of lightly netted worsted, fell from eithei 
shoulder down beside her hands. The look that waa 
bent upon her changed perforce to one of gentle ad- 
miration. She seemed the goddess of the garden. 

Olive glanced up. Madame Delpliine was not pre- 
pared for the movement, and on that account repeated 
her question : 

" What are you thinking about? " 

The dreamer took the band that was laid npon hers 
between her own palms, bowed her head, and gave 
them a soft kiss. 

The mother submittea. Wherefore, in the silenc* 
which followed, a daughter's conscience felt the bur- 
den of having withheld an answer, and Olive presently 
said, as the pair sat looking up into the sky : 

"I was thinkuig of Pire Jerome's sermon." > 

Madame Delphine Lad feared so. Olive had lived on 
it ever since the day it was preached. The poor mother 
iras almost reitdy to repent having ever afforded het 
the opimrtunity of hearing it. Meat and drink bad 
become of secondary value to her daughter ; she fed 
apon the sermon. 

Olive felt her mother's thought and knew that hei 
mother knew her own ; but now that she had oon- 
fused, she would ask a question: 
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"Do you think, maman, that F^re Jeromo knom 
It was I who g&ve that misBul?" 

" No," add Madame Delphine, '^ I am sure be doer 
act." 

Another question cam« more timidly; 

"Do — do you think he knows himf" 

"Yes, I do. He said in bis sermon he did." 

Both remained for a long time very still, watching 
th« moon gliding in and through among the small dark- 
and-white clouds. At last the daughter spoke ^ain. 

" I wish I was P6re — I wish I was as good as Phn 
Jerome." 

"My child," said Madame Delphine, her tone be- 
traying a painful summoning of strength to say what 
she bad lacked the courage to utter, — " my child, I 
pray the good God yon will not let your heart go after 
one whom you may never see in tliis world I " 

The maiden turned her glance, and their eyes met. 
She cast her arms about ber mother's neck, laid her 
cheek upon it for a moment, and then, feeling the ma- 
ternal tear, lifted her lips, and, kissing her, said: 

"I will notl I will not I" 

But the voice was one, not of willing consent, bat 
of desperate resolution. 

"It would be useless, anyhow," said the mother, 
laying her arm around her daughter's waist. 

Olive repeated the kiss, prolonging it passionately. 

" I have nobody but you," murmured the girl ; " I 
un a poor qnadroone I " 

She threw back her plaited hair for a third embram, 
when a sound in the ahnibbery startled them. 
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" Qui ef (a f " called Madame Delphine, in ft frigfat- 
Mwd Toic«, 06 tte two stood up, holding to eadi 
other. 

No answer. 

"It was only the dropping of a twig," she wbi» 
pered, after a long holding of the breath. Bat thej 
went into the house and barred it everTwhere. 

It was no longer pleasant to sit up. They retired, 
and in course of time, but not soon, they fell asleep, 
hfdding each other very tight, and fearing, even in 
their dreaaa, to hear another twig fall. 
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MoKaixoB ViQNKviixB lookcd in at no more doors 
or windows ; but if the disappearance of this symptom 
was a favorable sign, othera came to notice which 
were especially bad, — for instance, wakefulness. At 
well-nigh any hour of the night, the city guard, whioh 
itself dared not patrol singly, would meet him on his 
■low, unmolested, sky-gazing walk. 

"Seems to enjoy it," said Jean Thompson; "the 
wont sort of evidence. If be showed distress sf 
mind, it would not be so bad; but hts calmness, — 
ogly feature." 

The attorney had held his ground so long that ha 
began really to believe it was tenable. 
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B; day, it is trje, MonBieui Vigaevielte ma at iiu 
post in ilia quiet " bauk." Yet here, day by day, he 
WB8 the source o' more and more vivid astomBhment 
to those who held preconceived notions of a banker's 
C&lling. Ab a banker, at least, lie was ccrtaiuly out 
of balance ; wliile as a promenader, it seemed to thoee 
trho watched him that his niling idea had now veered 
aboat, and that of late he was ever on the quiet alert, 
not to find, but to evade, somebody. 

"Olive, my child," whispered Madame Delphioe 
one mommg, as the pair were kneeling side by side on 
the tiled floor of the church, " yonder is Mich6 Vigne- 
vielle ! If you will only look at once — he is juat 
passing a little in — Ah, much too slow again ; be 
stepped out by the side door," 

The mother thought it a strange providence that 
Monsieur Vignevielle should always be disappearing 
wheoever Olive was with her. 

One early dawn, Madame Delphine, with a small 
empty bosket on her arm, stepped out upon the ban- 
qvette in front of her house, shut and fastened the 
door very softly, and stole out in the direction wlicnce 
yon could faintly catch, in the stillness of the day- 
break, the songs of the Gascon butchers and the 
pounding of tlieir meat-axes on the stalls of the dis- 
tant market-house. She was going to see if she coula 
Bud some birds for Olive, — the child's apjietitc was 
»o poor ; and, as she was out, she would drop an early 
prayer at the cathedral. Faith and works. 

" One must venture something, sometimes, in the 
ssose of religion," thought she, as she started tiraor 
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otial; on her way. But sbc b&d not gone a dozon step* 
before she repeated her tcmGTity. There waa Bome 
one behind her. 

There ebould not be any thing terrible in a footst^ 
merely becaose it is maseuline ; but Madame Del- 
ptaise'e mind was not prepared to consider that. A 
terrible secret was haunting Uer. Yesterday morning 
she had fonnd a shoe-track io tlic garden. She bad 
not disclosed the discovery to Otiro, but she had hardly 
closed her eyes the whole night. 

The Btep behind ber uuw might be the fall of that 
very shoe. She quiokenod her pace, but did not leave 
the sound behind. She hurri«d forward almost at a 
run; yet it was still there — no farther, no nearer. 
Two frights were upon her at once — one for herself , 
another for Olive, left alone in the house ; but she bed 
but the ono prayer^ "God protect my child 1 " After 
a fearful time she reached a place of safety, the cathe 
dral. There, panting, she knelt long enough to know 
the pursuit was. at least, suspended, and then arose, 
hoping and praying all the saints that she might flod 
the way clear for her return in all haste to Olive. 

8fae approached a different door from that by which 
■be had entered, her eyes in all directions and her 
heart in ber throat. 

" Madame Carraze." 

She started wildly and obnost screamed, though the 
fcice was soft and mild. Monsieur Viguevielle came 
slowly forward from the shade of the wall. They 
met beside a bench, upon which ahe dropped bei 
basket. 
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'* Ah> Mich4 Vignevielle, I thang de good God ta 
■id you I" 

"Isd&d BO, Madame Carraze? Fo' w'j dad iaf" 

*' A man was cbase me all dad way aince my 'asM I " 

"Tes, Madame) I sawed him." 

"Tou sawed 'im? Oo it was?" 

" 'Twas only one man wad is a foolizh. De peofib 
My he's crezzie. Afaia, lie don' goin' to meg yoQ na 
'ann." 

"But I waa scare' fo' my lill* girl." 

" Moboddie don' goin' tronble yon' till' gat, Madame 
Carraze." 

Madame Delphine looked np into the speaker'! 
strangely kind and patient eyes, and drew sweet re- 
assurance from them. 

"Madame," said Monsieur Vignevielle, " wad pud 
yon bout so hearty dis morning? " 

She told him her errand. She aaked if he thought 
she would find any thing. 

"Tez," he swd, " it was possible — afewliU' bdcaa- 
tinea-de-mer, ou somezin* ligue. But fo' w'y you lill' 
gil lose doze hapetide? " 

" Ah, Mich^," — Madame Delphine might have tried 
a thousand times again without ever succeeding half 
■0 well in lifting the curtain upon the whole, aweet, 
tender, old, old-fashioned truth, — "Ah, M]ch£, she 
wone tell me I " 

" Bud, anny'ow, Madame, wad you thing? " 

" Michd," she replied, looking up again with a tear 
Btandmg in either eye, and then looking down onoa 
"^ more as she began to Bp«ak, " I thing — I thing she'i 
lonesome." 
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''Tou tUng?" 

Bhe nodded. 

" Ah 1 Madame Cairaze," he said, parti; extending 
hiB hand, '* you §ee? 'Tia impoeBible to mague you' 
owze sbud so tiglid to priv-eo dad. Madame, I med 
one mizteg." 

"Ah, non, Mich4 ! " 

" Yez. There har nod one poss'bil'ty fo' me to bt 
dad guardian oC you' daughteh ! " 

Madame Dclphine started with surprise and aUrm. 

** There ia oudly one wad can be," he continued. 

"Butoo, Mich^?" 

"God." 

"Ah, Michi Vignevlelle" — She looked at blm 
appealingly. 

" I don' goin' to dizzerd yon, Madame Camtze," 
he Bud. 

She lifted her eyes. They filled. She shook her 
head, a tear fell, she bit her lip, smiled, and suddenly 
dropped her (ace into both hands, sat down upon the 
bench and wept until she shook. 

"You dunno wad I mean, Madame GarrazcF" 

She did not know. 

"I mean dad guardian of you' daught«h godd to 
One 'er now one 'uzban' ; an' noboddie are hable to 
do dad egceb de good God 'imsev. But, Madame, 
I t«ll you wad I do." 

She rose np. He continued : 

"Go h-open you' owze: I fln' yon' danghteb dad 



Madame Delphine waa a helpleas, timid thing ; bnt 
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her eyes showed she nas about to reseat this offer. 
Monsieur Vigneyiellc init forth Lis hand — it touched 
her shonlder — and said, kindly still, and without 
tagenieBS : 

''One w'ile mau, Madaiue: 'tis prattycabble. I 
know 'tis prattjctibble. One w'ite Jantleman, Madame. 
You can tniz me. 1 goin' (edge 'im. H^jndly yoo 
go h-open you' owze." 

Madame Delphine looked down. twiDing her lurnd- 
kerchief omoug her lingers. 

He repeated hi a proposition. 

" Tou will come flrz by you'se'f ? " she asked. 

" Iv you wanct." 

She lifted up once mor« her eye of faith. That wm 
her answer. 

" Come," he said, gently, " I wan' sen' some birj 
ad you' lill' gal." 

And they went away, Madame Delphine'B spirit 
grown 80 exftltedly bold that she said aa they went, 
though a violeot blusb followed her words : 

'^Michd Vignuv-ielle, I thing Thra Jerome mighd be 
»b'« to tell yon someboddie." 



CHAPTEE XI- 



1(*niira DEi.pmKB found her bouse neither burned 
DOr rifled. 
*'j1A/ ma piti sanspopa! Ah I my little fatfaerieH 
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Dne i " Her faded bonnet fcU back between hei 
■honldera, banging on by the strings, and her drop)>ed 
basket, witb its "few lill' ttowstnea-de-mer" 
from the liaudlo, rolled out its okra and BODp-Jolnt 
npon the floor. ^'Mnpitil kias ! — kiea! — kiaal" 

" But is it good news you have, or bad? " cried the 
girl, a fourth or fifth time. 

"i?ie« saitfViacire; mo pasconnel" — God knows, 
my darling ; I cannot tell 1 

The mother dropped into a chair, covered her face 
with her apron, and burst into tears, then looked up 
with an effort to smile, and wept afresh. 

"What have you been doing?" asked the daughter, 
In a long-drawn, fondling tone. She leaned forward 
and unfastened her mother's bonnet-strings. "Why 
do yon cry?" 

"For nothing i.t all, my darling; for nothing — I 
am Buoh a fool." 

The girl's eyes filled. The mother looked up into 
her face and said : 

" No, it is nothing, nothing, only that " — turning 
her head from side to side with a slow, emotional 
emphasis, " Michii Vignevielle is the best — best man 
on the good T^nl's earth ! " 

Olive drew a chair close to her mother, sat down 
and took the little yellow hands into her own white 
Up. and looked tenderly into her eyes. Madame Del- 
phine felt herself yielding ; she mnst make a show of 
telling something : 

" He sent yon those birds ! " 

The girl drew her face hack a little. The littl« 
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woman tuiaed away, tiying in rain to hide hei tearfoi 
Bmile, and they laughed together, Olive mingling a 
daughter's food kiss with her laughter. 

■'There is somethmg else," she said, "and yon 
BhaU tell me." 

"YeB," replied Madame Delphine, "only let me 
get compoBcd." 

But she did not get so. Later in the morning she 
came to Olive with the timid yet startling proposal 
that they would do what they could to brighten up the 
long-neglected front room, Olive was mystified and 
troubled, but consented, and thereupon the mother's 
epirits rose. 

The work began, and presently ensued all the thump- 
ing, the trundbng, the hfting and letting down, the 
raising and swallowing of dust, and the smells of tur- 
pentine, brass, pumice and woollen rags that go to 
characterize a housekeeper's ^meute; and still, as the 
work progressed, Madame Delphine's heart grow light, 
and her little black eyes sparkled. 

"We like a clean parlor, my daughter, even though 
no one is ever coming to see us, eh?" she said, as 
entering the apartment she at last sat down, latfi in 
the afternoon. She had put on her best attire. 

Olive was not there to reply. The mother called 
but got no answer. She rose with an uneasy heart, 
and met her a few stops beyond the door that opened 
into the garden, in a path which came up from an old 
latticed bower, Ohve was approaching slowly, her 
face pale and wild. There was an agony of hostile 
dismay in the look. imH the "-embling and appealing 
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tone with ^hich, taking tlie frightened mcthet's obeeki 
between her palms, she said : 

"Ah I ma mire, qui vini 'ci ce Boir/"— Who >■ 
coming here this evening? 

" Why, my dear child, I was juat saying, we like • 
olean" — 

But the daughter vas despei-ate : 

"Oh, tell me, my mother, who is coming?" 

" My darling, it is our blessed friend, Miohe Vignfr 
vielle ! " 

" To aee me ? " cried the girL 

" Yea." 

" Oh, my mother, what have you done ? * 

"Why, Olive, my child," exclaimed the little mother, 
bursting into tears, " do you forget it is Mich^ Vigne> 
vielle who has promised to protect you when I die? " 

The daughter had turned away, and entered the 
door ; but she faced around again, and extending her 
arms toward her mother, cried : 

"How can — he is a white man — I am a poor" — 

"Ah! cAe'ne," replied Madame Delphine, seizing 
the outstretched hands, " it is there — it is there that 
he shows himself the best man alive! He sees that 
dif&oulty ; he proposes to meet it ; he saya he will find 
you a suitor ! " 

Olive freedher hands violently, motioned her mother 
back, and stood proudly dravvn up, flashing an indig- 
nation too great for speech ; but the next moment she 
had uttered a cry, and was sobbing on the floor. 

The mother knelt beside hor and threw an arm abov^ 
her shoulders. 



" Oh, my Bweet daughter, you must not cry 1 
not want to tell yon at &11 ! I did not want to teL 
you ! It isn't fair for yon to cry bo hard, Michi 
VigneviellB eaya you shaU have the one yon wish, or 
none at all, Olive, or none at all." 

" None at all ! none at all ! None, none, none I " 

" No, no, Olive," Baid the mother, " none at all. 
He brings none with him to-nigbt, and shall bring none 
with him hereafter." 

Olive rose Buddenly, ailently declined her mother's 
aid, and went atone to their chamber in the half-Btory. 



Kladame Delphine wandered drearily from door to 
window, from window to door, and presently into the 
newly-furnished front room which now seBmed dismal 
beyond degree. There was a great Argand lamp in 
one comer. How she had labored that day to prepare 
it for evening illuminadon ! A little beyond it, on the 
wall, hung a crucifix. She knelt under it, with her 
eyes fixed upon it, and tliuB silently remained until its 
outline was indistinguishable in the deepening shadowa 
of evening. 

She arose. A few minutes later, as she was trying 
to light the lamp, an approaching step on the sidewalk 
seemed to pause. Her beart stood still. She softly 
laid the phoBphorus-bos out of her bands. A shoe 
grated softly on the stone step, and Madame Delphine, 
her heart beating io great thuds, without waiting for a 
knock, opened tlie door, bowed low, and exclaimed ii 
■ soft perturbed voice : 

" Michi* Vignevielle ! " 
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He entiircd, hal in Ij&nd, and with that almost noisfr 
lets tread which we have noticed. She gave him ■ 
chftir and closed the door; then hastened, with word i 
of apology, back to her task of lighting the lamp. 
But her hands paused in their work again, — Olive's 
step was on the stairs ; then it came off the stairs ; 
then it was in the next room, and then there was the 
whisper of Boft rohes, a breatJi of gentle perfume, and 
a snowy figure in the door. She was dressed for the 
eveDiDg. 

"Mamau?" 

Madame Delptune was struggling desperately with 
the lamp, and at that moment it reaponded with a tany 
bead of light. 

"I am here, my daughter," 

She hastened to the door, and Olive, all unaware of 
a Uiird presence, lifted her white arms, laid them about 
her mother's neck, and, ignoring her effort to speak, 
wrested a fervent kiss from her Upa. The crystal o- 
the lamp sent out a faint gleam ; it grew ; it spread on 
every side ; the ceiling, the walls lighted up ; the cruci- 
fix, the furniture of the room came hack into shape. 

" Maman ! " cried Olive, with a tremor of eonstfir- 
natioD. 

" It is Mich^ Vignevielle, my daughter " — 

The gloom melted swiftly away before the eyes o( 
the startled maiden, a dark form stood out against the 
futher wall, and the light, expanding to the full, Bhose 
dearly upon the unn:ioviug figure and quiet ta'c tf 
ttepitaine Lcmaitre. 
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CHAPTEB XU. 



Om afternoon, some three weeks after CapitauM 
Lemaitre had colled on Madame Delphine, the priert 
Btart«d to mabe a pastoral call and had hardly left the 
gate of his cottage, when a person, overtaking him, 
plncked his gown : 

" Fire Jerome " — 

He tnmed. 

The face that met his was so changed with excit» 
ment and distress that for an instant he did not re<v 
<^ize it. 

" Why, Madame Delphiine " — 

"Oh, P^re Jerome I I wan' see you ao bad, ■• 
badl jVo ouli dit quif'ose, — I godd some' to tel 
yon." 

The two languages might be more snccessfal thai 
one, she seemed to think- 

"We had better go back to my parlor," said tfaa 
priest, in their np've tongue. 

They returned 

Madame Delphine's very step was altered, — nerr- 
ons and inelastic. She swung one arm as she walked, 
and brandished a turkey-tail fan. 

"I was glad, yass, to kedge you," she said, at 
they mounted the front, outdoor stair ; following hei 
speech with a slight, uamusical laugh, and fanning 
^rself with unconscious fury. 
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"Fiehaud," she remarked ^ain, taking Uie ciuui 
he offered and continuiDg to ply the fan. 

F^re Jerome laid his hat ufoa a chest of drawen, 
■at down opposite tier, and said, as he wiped his kindly 
face: 

" "Well, Madame Carraze? " 

Gientle as the tone was, she started, ceased fanDing, 
lowered the fan to her knee, and commenced smooth- 
ing its feathers. 

" Fere Jerome" — She gnawed her lip and shocdi 
her head. 

"WeU?" 

She burst into tears. 

The piiiist rose and looecd the cnrtain of one of thi 
windows. He did it slowly — as slowly as he could, 
and. as he came back, she hfted her face with snddei 
energy, and exclaimed : 

"Oh, P6re Jerome, de law is brogue! de law i| 
brf^uel I brogue it 1 'Twasmel 'Twaame!" 

The t«ars gushed out again, but she shut her lipa 
very tight, and dumbly turned away her face. Ffire 
Jerome waited a little before replying ; then he said, 
wry gently : 

"I suppose d%d muss 'ave been by accyden', Ma- 
dame Delphino?" 

The little father felt a wish — one which he often 
had when weeping women were before him — that he 
were an angel instead of a man, long enough to press 
the tearful cheek upon his breast, and assure the 
weeper God would net let the lawyers and Judges hart 
her. He allowed a few moments more to pass, and 
then asked: 
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" N'ett-<e-pa», Madatne Delphine? Dt.2 ze way. 
■in'titF' 

" No, Pere Jerome, no. My daughter — oh. P6ri 
Jerome, I bethroath mj liU' girl — to a w'ite man 1 " 
And immediately Madame Delphine commcucvd Hav- 
igely drawing a thread in the fabric of her skirt with 
one trembling band, while she drove the fan with th« 
other. " Dey goin' git marry." 

On the priest's face came a look of paioed Burpriee. 
He slowly said : 

"Ib dad pOBsib', Madame Delphine?" 

"Yasa," she replied, at first without lifting her 
eyes ; and then again, '^ Yass," looking full upon him 
t^ugb her tears, "yaas, 'tistru'." 

He rose and walked once across the room, returned, 
and aaid, in the Creole dialect : 

" Is he a good man — witboijt doubt? " 

"De bez in Clod's world!" replied Madame Del- 
phine, with a raptnrouB smite. 

"My poor, dear friend," said the priest, " I am 
afraid you are being deceived by somebotly." 

There was the pride of au unswei-ving faith in the 
triompbant tone and smile with which she replied, 
fusing and slowly shaking her head : 

*'Ah-b, no-o-o, Michel Ah-h, no, no! Not by 
Unln Lemaitre-Vignevielle ! " 

PBre Jerome was confounded. He turned again, 
and, with his hands at Iiis back and bis eyes east 
down, slowly paced the floor. 

" He 18 a good man," he said, by and by, as tf h<T 
tbongbt aloud. At ength be halted before the wc man 
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'* Madame Delphine " — 

The dlstreaaed glance with which she bad been fi>l 
lowing his steps was lifted to his eyes. 

" Siippose dad should be true w' at doze peop' say 
bout Ursin." 

"Qui ci fa f What is that? " asked the qusdrooiM, 
ntupping her fan. 

" Some peop' say nraiii U crezzie." 

" Ab, P^ie Jerome ! " She leaped to her feet aa if 
he bad smitten her, and putting his words away with 
An outatrctched arm aod wide-open palm, suddenly 
lifted bauds and eyes to heaven, and cried: "I wizb 
to God — Iwizh to God — de whole worl' was crezzie 
dad same way 1 " Eihe sank, trembling, into her chair. 
" Oh, no, no," she continued, shaking her head, '■ 'tis 
not Mich6 Vignevielle w'a.t's crezzie." Her eyes 
lighted with sudden fierceness. " 'Tis dad law! Dad 
law is crezzie 1 Dad law is a fool ! " 

A priest of less beart-wisdom might have replied 
that the law is — the law ; but F4re Jerome saw that 
Madame Delphioe was expecting this very response. 
Wherefore he said, trith gentleness : 

" Madame Delphine, a priest ia not a bailiff, but a 
physiclaD. How can I help you? " 

A grateful light shone a moment in her eyes, yet 
Jiere remained a piteous hostUity in the tone in which 
the demanded : 

*^ Mais, pou'quoi yi fi cette michaniquelaf" — What 
basiness had they to make that contraption? 

His answer was a shrug with his palms extended 
and a short, diaolamatory ■' Aii." Hu started to re- 
sume his walk, but tumrd to her again und said : 
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"Why did they make that law? Well, they m 
it to keep the two races separate." 

Madame Delphine startled the speaker with a loud, 
harsh, angry Uugh. Fire came from her eyes and her 
lip curled with scorn. 

" Then they made a lie, F^re Jerome 1 Separate I 
Ho-o-o ! They do uot want to keep us separated ; no, 
not But they do want to keep us despised!" She 
laid her hand on her heart, and frowned upward with 
physical pain. " But, very well I from which race do 
they want to keep my daughter separate ? She is seven 
parts white 1 The law did not stop her from being 
that; and now, when she wante to be a white man's 
good and honest wife, shall that law stop her? Oh, 
ncJ" She rose np. "No; I will tell you what that 
law is made for. It is made to — punish — my — child 

— for — not — choosing — her — father! P6re Jerome 
— my Giod, what a law ! ' ' She dropped back into her 
■eat. The tears came in a flood, which she made no 
attempt to restrain. 

"No," she began again — and here she broke into 
English — " fo' me I don' kyare; but, P^re Jerome, 

— 'tis fo' dat I came to tell you, — dey shall not pun- 
Izb my daughter I " She waa on her feet again, smit- 
ing her heaving bosom with the fan. "She shall 
aumie oo she want ! " 

P^re Jerome had heard her out, not interrupting by 
so mnch as a motion of the hand. Now his decision 
was made, and he touched ber softly with the ends of 
his fingers. 

"Madame Delphine, I want yon to go at *oaw> 
Gk) \X 'ome." 
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'* Wadjoa goin' magoe?" she naked. 

"Nottin'. But go at 'ome. Kip qaite ; don pal 
fon'se'f sig. I goia' see Urain. We tnib to figs dkt 
JUT to' jou." 

"You kin figa dad I" she cried, with a gleam of 
Joj. 

" Wq goin' to try, Madame Delphine. Adieu I " 

He offered his hand. She seized and kissed It 
thrice, coTering it with te&rs, at the emiie time liftii^ 
up her eyes to his and murmuring : 

*' De bez man Grod erva m^ue I " 

At the door she turned to offer a more conveutioaa] 
good-by ; but he was following her out, bareheaded. 
At the gate they paused an instant, and then parted 
with a simple adieu, she going home and he returning 
few his hat, and starting ag»in upon hia interrupted 



Before he came back to bis own honee, he stopped 
at the lodgings of Monsieur Vignevielle, but did not 
find him in. 

"Indeed," the servant at the door said, "he said 
he might not return for some days or weeks." 

So Fire Jerome, much wondering, made a second 
detour toward the residence of one of Monsieur Vigne- 
Tielle's employes. 

" Tes," said the clerk, " hia instructions are to bold 
the business, as far as practicable, in suspense, during 
his abaence. Every thing is in another name." And 
then he whispered : 

" Offloers of the Gorernment looking for bin. Is- 
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formiitioD gat frotn aome of the prisoaera token mouthi 
1^0 by the United Statea brig Porpoise. But" — k 
still softer whisper^" have no fear; they wil! nevei 
find him : Jean Tbompeon and Eyariste VarrilUt hftTS 
hid him »way too well (or that." 



CHAPTEE XTTT . 



TUBCLATION. 



Thk Saturday following wf^ a very beautiful day. 
Id the morning a light fall of rain had passed «cro«a 
the town, and all the afternoon you could see signs, 
here and there upon the horizon, of other ahowere. 
The ground was dry again, while the breeze waa cool 
and sweet, smelling of wet foli^e and bringing ann- 
ahine and shade in frequ«nt and very pleasing altema- 
tioa. 

There was a walk in P^re Jerome's little garden, of 
which we have not spoken, off on the right side of the 
cottage, with his chamber window at one end, a few 
old and twisted, but blosaom-laden, crape-myrtles on 
either hand, now and then a rose of some unpretending 
variety and some bunches of rue, and at the other end 
a shrine, in whose blue niche stood a small figure of 
Mary, with folded hands aud uplifted eyes. No other 
window looked down upon the spot, and its eecluaion 
was often a great comfort to P6ru Jerome. 

Up and down thia path, but a few steps in 
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iBDgth, the pn(!Bt was iralldng, taking the nir for a tarn 
moments aft^r a prolonged sittmg In the oonressional. 
Penitents bad been niimeroiia this afternoon. He wai 
thinking of llraio. Tlie olHcere of the Goveirment 
had not found him, nor had P6re Jeromi' seen him; 
yet he believed they had. io a certain indirect way, 
devised a simple project hy which they could at any 
time "figs dad law," providing only that theae Gov- 
ernment offlcials would give over their search ; for, 
though he had not seen the fugitive, Madame Delphine 
bad seen him, and had been th3 vehicle of cominiinica- 
tion between them. There was an orange-tree, where 
« mocking-bird was wont to Bing and a girl in white to 
walk, that the detectives wot not of. The law was to 
be "figa" by the departure of the three fre(iiicntorB 
of the Jasmine-scented garden in one ship to France, 
where the law offered no obstacles. 

It seemed moderately certain to those in search of 
Monsieur Vignevielle (and it was tree) that Jean and 
Evariate were his harborers; but for all that the hunt, 
even for clews, was vain. The little banking estab- 
lifilimeut had not been disturbed. Jean Thompson 
had told the searchers certain facts about it, and about 
its gentle proprietor as well, that persuaded them to 
make no move against the concern, if the same rela" 
Uons did not even induce a relaxation of their efforts 
for bis personal discovery, 

Ffire Jerome was walking to and fro, with his hands 
bdiind him, pondering these matters. He had paused 
ft moment at the end of the walk farthest from his win- 
low, and WHS looking around upon the sky, when, turn- 
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ing, he beheld b closely veiled female figure etuidhig 
at the other end, and knew instantly that it was Olive. 

She came forward quickly and with evident eagemeM. 

"I came to confession," she aaid, breathing bat- 
riedly, the excitement In her eyes shioing through her 
veil, " but I find I am too late." 

"There is no too late or too early for that; I an 
always ready," said the priest. "But bow is yoni 
mother?" 

»Ahl" — 

Her voice failed. 

"More trouble?" 

*'Ab, sir, I have matte trouble. Oh, F^re Jerome, 
I am bringing so much trouble upon my poor mother t " 

Fire Jerome moved slowly toward the house, with 
bis eyes cast down, the veiled girl at his side. 

" It is uot your fault," he presently said. And 
after another pause : " I thought it was all arranged." 

He looked up and could see, even through the veil, 
her crimson blush. 

"Oh, no," she replied, in a low, despairing voice, 
dropping her face. 

" What is the difficulty ? " asked the priest, stoppmg 
in the angle of the path, where it turned toward the 
front of the boose. 

She averted her face, and began picking the thin 
scales of bark from a crape-myrtle. 

" Madame Thompson and her husband were at oni 
boose this morning. He had told Monsieur Thompson 
all about it. They were very kind to me «t &ist, but 
tiwy tried " — She was weeping. 
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" What did they tiy to do? " asked the prieat. 

" They tried to make me believe he is iasane." 

She succeeded in passing her handkerchief ap andei 
her veil. 

" And T suppose then your poor mother grair uigiji 
eh?" 

" Yes ; and they became much more so, and said if 
we did not write, or send a writing, to kim, wtthia 
twenty-four hours, breaking the " — 

"Engagement," Biud P6re Jerome. 

" They would give him np to the Govemmeot. Oh, 
P£re Jerome, what shall I do? It is killing my 
mother I" 

She bowed her head and sobbed. 

' ' Where IB yoar mother now ? ' ' 

"She has gone to see Monsieur Jean Thompson. 
She says she has a plan that will match them all. ] 
do not know what it ia. I begged her not to go ; but 
oh, sir, she is crazy, — and I am no better." 

"My poor chUd," said P6re Jerome, "what yon 
seem to want ia not absolntion, bnt relief from perW' 
cution," 

"Oh, father, I have committed mortal bui, — I an 
guilty of pride and anger," 

" Nevertheless," said the priest, starting toward hii 
front gate, " we will pot off yonr confession. Let it 
go until to-morrow morning ; you will find me in my 
box just before mass ; I wiU hear you then. My child, 
I know that in your heart, now, you begrudge the time 
It would take ; and that is right. There are momenti 
irheB we are not in place even on penitenCial knee& 
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It k SO with you now. We must find your moUitr 
Go you at once to your house ; if she is there, comfort 
her as best ;ou can, and ^eep her in, if possible, undl 
I oome. If she ib not there, stay; leave me to find 
ber; one of you, at least, must be where I can get 
word to you promptly, God comfort and uphold yon. 
I hope you may find her at home ; tell her, for me, not 
to fear," — he lifted the gate-latch, — "that she and 
her daughter are of more value than many sparrows; 
that God's priest BCnda her that word from Him. Tell 
her to &s her trust in the great Husband of the Church 
and she shall yet see ber child rcceiviog the grace- 
giving sacrament of matrimony. Go ; I shall, in a 
few minutes, be on my way to Jean Thompson's, and 
sliall find her, either there or wherever she is. Go; 
they shall not oppress yun. Adieu ! " 
A moment or two later he was in the street himself. 
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CHAPTER XIV. 

BT JkX OATH. 

Ptss Jeeoue, pausing on a street-comer In the last 
hour of sunlight, had wiped bis brow and taken his 
cana down from under his arm to start again, when 
■omebody, coming noiselessly from he knew not where, 
Hked, so suddenly as to startle him : 

^^ Michd, commin yi peM la rie tcit — how do they 
call this street here? " 
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It WM \fj tbe bonnet and dress, disoi^end thoai^ ^ 
[hey were, mtJier than bv the haggard fa«e whieh 
loolied distracted!; aronnd^ Ui&t he rooogniwd th* 
tiom&n to whom he replied in her own paloia : 

"It is the Bue Burgundy. Where ue you goinft 
me Delphiue ? " 

She almost leaped from the ground. 

"Ob, P^re Jerome ! mo pae conn?, — I donna Tou 
know w'ere'a da^t 'ouse of Miche Jean Tomkin ? ifo 
etmrri 'ci, mo courri l-i, — mojaas '-apabe ti tmuvf. I go 
(ran) here — there^I cannot find it," slie gesticulated. 

"lam going there myself," said he; "but why do 
yon vnut to see Jean Thompson, Madame Delphine J " 

"I 'blige' to see 'iiu !" she replied, jerking herself 
balf around away, one foot planted forward with an 
air of excited pre -occupation ; " I godd some' to tell 
Im wad I 'blige' to tell 'im I " 

"Madame Delphine " — 

"Oh I P6re Jerome, fo' de love of de good God, 
show me dad way to de 'ouse of Jean Tomkin 1 " 

Her distressed smUe implored pardon for her rude* 



" What are you going to tell him ? " HHked the priest. 

" Oh, P&re Jerome," — ia the Creole palois again, 
— " I am going to put an end to all this trouble — only 
I pray you do not ask me about it now ; every minuts 
IB precious ! " 

He coidd not withstand h«r look of entreaty. 

"Come," be said, and they went. 



Jean Thompson and Doctor Varrillat lived opposite 
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each other on the Bayou road, a little way beyond the 
town limits as then prescribed. Each had hia large, 
white- columned, four-aided house among the magno- 
lias, — his huge live-oat overshadowing eithercorner of 
the darkly shaded garden, his broad, brick wali lead- 
ing down to the tall, brick-piUared gate, hie square of 
bright, red pavement on the turf-covered sidewalk, and 
his railed platform apanning the draining-ditch, with 
a pair of green benches, one on each edge, facing each 
other crosswise of the gutter. There, any sunset hour, 
you were sure to find the householder sitting beside 
his cool-robed matron, two or three slave nurses in 
white turbans standing at hand, and an excited throng 
of fair children, nearly all of a size. 

Sometimes, at a beckon or call, the parents on one 
side of the way would join those on the other, and the 
children and nurses of both famihes would be given 
the liberty of the opposite platform and an ice-oream 
fund ! G-enerally the parents cliose the Thompson 
platform, its outlook being more toward the sunset. 

Such happened to be the arrangement this afternoon. 
The two husbands sat on one benchand their wives on 
the other, both pairs very quiet, waiting respectfully 
for the day to die, and exchanging only occasional 
comments on matters of light moment as they passed 
through the memory. During one term of silence 
Madame Varrillat, a pale, thin-faced, but cheerful- 
looking lady, touched Madame Thompson, a person of 
two and a half times her weight, on her extensive and 
snowy bai-e elbow, directing her attention obliquely 
up and across the roadr 



MADAMX DKLFBrnS. 



Tl 



AboDt a hundred yards distant, in the direction of 
the river, was a long, pleasantly shaded green strip 
of turf, deetined in time for a Bidetralk. It had a de«p 
ditch on the nearer side, and a fence of rough cypresa 
palisades on the farther, and these were overhung, on 
tbe one hand, by a row of bitter-orange-tteee inside the 
enclosure, and, on the other, by a line of slanting 
china-trees along the onter edge of the ditch. Down 
this cool avenue two Qgores were approaching side by 
side. They had first attracted Madame Varrillat's 
notice by the bright play of sunbeams which, as they 
walked, fell upon them in soft, golden flashes throngL 
the chloks between the palisades. 

Madame Thompson elevated a pair of glasses which 
were no detraotion from her very good looks, and re- 
marked, with the serenity of a reconnoitring general ; 

" Pire Jerome et cette milatraise." 

All eyes were bent toward them. 

'* She walks like a man," said Madame Varrillat, in 
the language with which the conversation had opened. 

" No," said the physician, " like a woman in a state 
of high nervous excitement." 

Jeao Thompson kept his eyes on the woman, and said : 

" She must not forget to walk like a woman in the 
State of Louisiana," — as near as tbe pan can be 
ttmnslated. The company laughed. Jean Thompson 
looked at his wife, whose applause he prized, and she 
answered by an asseverative toss of the head, leaning 
back and contriving, with some effort, to get her arms 
folded. Her laugh was musical and low, but enough 
to Make the folded arms shake gently np and down. 
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"I^re Jerome .b talking to her," said oiie. The 
priest was at that momeDl endeavoring, in the interest 
of peace, to say a good word for the four people who 
SKt watching hia approach. It was in the old strain : 

"' Blame them one part, Uadame Delphine, and then 
fathers, mothers, brothers, and f ellow-citizeus the othet 
aiDety-nine." 

But to evei7 thing she had the one amiable answei 
which P6re Jerome ignored : 

" I am going to arrange it to satisfy everybody, all 
together. Tout A fait." 

"They are coming here," said Madame V&rrillati 
half articulately. 

"Well, of course," munnared another; and the 
four rose up, smiling courteously, the doctor and attor- 
ney advaacing and shaking hands with the priest. 

No — P6re Jerome thanked theni — he could not sit 
down. 

"This, I believe you know, Jean, is Madame Del- 
phine" — 

The quadroone courtesied. 

"A friend of mine," he added, smiling kindly upon 
ber, and turning, with something imperative in hia eye, 
to the group. " She aajs she has an important private 
matter to communicate." 

"Tome?" asked Jean Thompson. 

"To all of you; sol will^ Good-evening." He 
responded nothing to the expressions of regret, hut 
turned to Madame Delphine. She murmured some- 

" Ah I yet, certainly." He addretaed the company 
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" She wisbes me to speak for her veracity ; it is nnim- 
peachable. Well, good-eveniiig. ' He shook luuidi 
Kid departed. 

The four resumed their seats, itnd turned their eyoi 
ai>OD the etanding figure. 

*' Have yoQ something to say to us? " asked Jean 
Thompson, frowuit^ at her law-defyiug bonnet. 

*'Oui," replied the woman, shrinking to one side, 
aud laying hold of one of the benches, " mo mdi dt" 
low' f'ose" — I want to tell every thing. "JficAa 
VignevieUe la plis bon ?iomme di moune" — the best 
man in the world ; " mo pas capabe U f4 tracas " — 
I cannot give him trouble. "Jl/o pas capabe, non; 
m'oU di' tous f'ose," She attempted to fan herself, 
her face turned away from the attorney, and her 
eyes rested on the ground. 

"Take a seat," said Doctor Varrillat, with some 
suddenness, starting from hia place and gently guiding 
her sinking form into the comer of the bench. The 
ladies rose np ; somebody had to stand ; the two races 
could not both sit down at once — at least not in that 
pubhc manner. 

" Tour salts," said the physician to his wife. She 
banded the vial. Madame Delphine stood np ^j^in. 

" We will all go inside," said Madame Thompson, 
and they passed through the gate and up the walk, 
monnted the steps, and entered the deep, cool drawing- 
room. 

Madame Thompson herself bade the qnadroone be 



"Well?" said Jean Thompson, vt the rest took 
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"C'est drole " — it's funny — said Madame Del- 
pMne, with a pitetnis effort to amile, "that nobody 
thought ot it. It is so plain. Tou ha^e only to look 
and aee. I mean about Olive." She loosed a button 
in the front of her dress and pasaed her hand into her 
bosom. " And yet, Olive herself never thought of it. 
She does not know a word." 

The hand came out holding a miniature. Madame 
Varrillat passed it to Jean Thompson. 

" Ouala so papa," said Madame Delpbine. " That 
ifl her father." 

It went from one to another, exciting admiration 
and murmured praise. 

"She i& the image of him,"6aid Madame Thompson, 
in an austere undertone, returning it to her husband. 

Doctor Varrillat was watching Madame Belphine. 
She was very pale. She had passed a trembling hand 
into 8 pocket of her skirt, and now drew out another 
picture, in a case the counterpart of the first. He 
reached out for it, and she handed it to him. He 
looked at it a moment^ when hiR eyes suddenly lighted 
up and he passed it to the attorney. 

" Et la" — Madame Delphlne's utterance faOed — 
" et lA ouala sa moman. That is her mother." 

The three othera instantly gathered around Jean 
Thompson's chair. They were much impressed. 

"It ifi true beyond a doubt I" muttered Madame 
Thompson. 

Madame Varrillat looked at her with astonishment. 

"The proof is right there in the faces," said 
Madame Thompaon. 
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" Yee ! yes I " said Madame Pelphine, excitedly ; 
" the proof is there ! lou do not want any better I 
I am willing to awear to it ! But you want no better 
proof I That is all anybody could want ! My God I 
you cannot help but see it ! " 

Hev manner was wild. 

Jean Thompson looked at her atemly. 

" Nevertheless you say you are willing to take your 
solemn oath to thie." 

" Certainly " — 

" You will have to do it." 

" Certainly, Miche ThompBOB, of course I shall ; yon 
will make out the paper and I will swear before God 
that it is true ! Only " — turning to the ladiea — "do 
not tell Ohve ; she will never lielieve it. It will break 
her heart 1 It " — 

A servant came and spoke privately to Madame 
Thompson, who rose quickly and went to the halL 
Madame Delphine continued, rising unconsciously r 

" You see, I have had her with me from a baby- 
She knows no better. He brought her to me only two 
months old. Her mother had died in the ship, coming 
out here. He did not come straight from home here. 
His people never knew he was married ! " 

The speaker looked around suddenly with a startled 
glance. There was a noise of excited speaking in the 
hall. 

"It is not true, Madame Thompson I" cried a 
girl's voice. 

Madame Delphine's look became one of wildest 
distresB and alarm, and she opened her lipa in a v&in 
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attempt to utter some request, when OUre appearad ■ 
moment in the door, and then flew into her arms. 

'< My mother I my mother 1 my mother I" 

Madame Thompson, with tears in her eyes, tenderly 
drew them apart and let Madame Delpbine down into 
her chair, while Olive tlirew herself upon her kneea, 
COatiDDing to cry : 

" Oh, my mother 1 Say yon are my motlier I " 

Madame Delphine looked an instant into the np- 
tiuned face, and then turned her own away, with a 
Long, tow ciy of pain, looked again, and laying both 
hands upon the enppliant'B head, said : 

" Oh, cWre pUi it vuiin, to pa' ma JU!" — Oh, my 
darling little one, you are not my daughter I — Her 
eyes closed, and her head sank back ; the two gentle- 
men sprang to her assistance, and laid her upon a sofa 
unconscious. 

When they brought her to herself, Olive was kneel- 
ing at her head silently weeping. 

"Miman, chkrt mamani" said the girl BofUy, 
kissing her li[w. 

*' 3fo ooitrri c'ej BMrin " — I will go borne — said the 
mother, drearily. 

" Ton will go home with me," said Madame 
Varrillat, with great kindness of manner — "Just 
across the street here ; I will take care of you till yoo 
feel better. And Olive will stay here with MaJame 
Thompson. Tou will be only the width of the street 
apart." 

But Madame Delphine would go nowhere but to 
hex home. Olive aho would not allow to go with her 



UADAMX DSLPBLlfE. 7T 

Hun the; wuited to sand » aervanl or two to sletp U 
the boose with her for aid and proteddon ; but all iba 
voold accept waa the traoaieot service of a measengor 
to invite two of her kinepeople — man and wife — to 
some and make their dwelling with her. 

In course of time these two — a poor, timid, help- 
less pair — fell heir to the premisea. Their children 
had it after them ; but, whether in those hands or 
these, the bous« had its habits and continued in them ; 
and to this da; the neighbors, as has already been 
■aid, rightly explain its cloee-eealed, uninhabited look 
by the all-su£Bcient statement that the inmates "if 
quadroons." 
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Thk second Saturday afternoon foUowing was hot 
and calm. The lamp burning bsfore the tabernacle in 
P6re Jerome's little church might have hung with as 
motionless a flame in the wiodow behind. The lilies 
of St. Joseph's wand, shining in one of the half 
opened panes, were not more completely at rest than 
the leaves on tree and vine without, suspended in the 
Hlumbering air. Almost as stiU, down under tlie 
ot^an-galleiy, with a single band of light falling 
athwart bis box from a small door which stood a}ar, 
sat the little priest, behind the lattice of the confer 
■ional, silently wiping away the sweat that beaded 01 
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Ui brow and rolled down hia face. At distaut intar 
tkIb the shadow of Bonte one entering softly through 
the door would obacnre, for a moment, the band of 
light, and an aged CTon«, or a little boy, or some gen- 
tle presence that the listening confessor had known 
only by the Toice for maoy years, would kneel a few 
moments beside his wiuting ear, m prayer for blessing 
and in review of those slips and errors which prove ua 
allakhi. 

The day had been long and fatiguing. First, early 
maas ; a hasty meal ; then a business call upon the 
archbishop in the intereet of some projected charity ; 
dien back to his cottage, and eo to the banking-house 
of " Vignevielle," in the Hne Tonlonse. There all 
was open, bright, and re-assured, its master virtually, 
though not actually, present. The search waa over 
and the seekers gone, personally wiser than they would 
tell, and officially reporting that (to the best of their 
knowledge and belief, based on evidence, and especially 
on the assurances of an unexceptionable eye-witness, 
to wit, Monsieur Vignevielle, banker) Capitaine Le- 
maitre was dead and buried. At noon there had been 
a weddUig in the little chnrch. Its scenes lingered he- 
fore P6re Jerome's vision now — the kneeling pair; 
the bridegroom, rich in all the excellences of man, 
■trengtib and kindness slumbering interlocked in every 
part and feature ; the bride, a saintly weariness on her 
pale face, her awesome eyes lifted in adoration upon 
the image of the Saviour ; the small knots of friends 
behind: Madame Thompson, large, fair, self-contained i 
Jean Thcnnpaon, with the aflBdavit of Madame Delphiw 
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iboifiiig through his tightly bnttoned coat ; the phyii- 
oiui and liis wife, sharing one expreesioD of amiable 
oonsent; and last — yet flist — one small, shrinking 
female flgnre, here at one aide, in faded robes and 
dingy bonoet. She sat as motionless as stone, jet 
wore a look of apprehension, and in the small, restieM 
black eyes which peered out from the pinched and 
wasted face, betrayed the peacelesenesa of a harrowed 
mind; and neither the recollection of bride, nor of 
groom, nor of potential friends behind, nor the ocoa- 
pation of the present hour, could shut out from the 
Ured priest the image of that woman, or the sonnd of 
hia own low words of invitation to her, given as the 
company left the church — "Come to confession thit 
atteniooD." 

By and by a long time passed without the approach 
of any step, or any glancing of light or shadow, save 
tor the occasional progress from station to station of 
MHne one over on the right who was noiselessly going 
ttie way of the cross. Yet Pere Jerome tarried. 

" She will surely oome," he said to himself ; " she 
promised she would come." 

A moment later, his sense, quickened by the pro- 
Imged silence, caught a sabtle evidence or two of 
^iproach, and the next moment a penit«Qt knelt noiso- 
leasly at the window of his box, and the whisper came 
tremblingly, in the voice he had waited to hear : 

'^ Biniatez-moin, mo' Pere, pa'ce que mo pieM," 
(Bleas me, father, for I have sinned.) 

He gave his blessing. 

"^Vnci loU-U — Amen," murmnied the oeoltenti 
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uid then, in the soft Hocents of the Creole potoii, oo» 
tinoed: 

" ' I coofess to Almighty God, to the blessed Mary, 
ever Virgin, to bleaeed Michael the Archangel, to 
blessed John the Baptist, to the holy Apostles Peter 
and Paul, and to all the saints, that I have sinned 
exceedingly in thought, word, and deed, through mg 
favU, through my fauU, through my most grievoua 
fault.' I GOnlbssed on Saturday, three weeks i^, 
and received alisolution, and I hare performed the 
penance enjoined. Since then " — There she 
stopped. 

There was a soft stir, as if she sank slowly down, 
and another as If she rose Dp again, and in a moment 
she said : 

" Olive to my child. The picture I showed to Jean 
Thompson is the half-sister of my daughter's father, 
dead before my child waa bom. She is the image of 
her and of hun ; but, O God I Thon knowest 1 Oh, 
Olive, my own daughter! " 

She ceased, and was still. Fdre Jerome waited, but 
no sound came. He looked throagh the window. 
She was kneeling, with her forshead resting on her 
arms — motionless. 

He repeated the words of absolution. Stilt she dhl 
not etir. 

"My danghter," he said, '*go to thy home in 
peace." But she did not move. 

He rose hastily, stepped from the box, raised her la 
his arms, and called her by name : 

*' Madame Delphine I ' ' Her head fell back in hii 
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dbow; for an inatant there was life in the eyes — II 
glimmered — it Tanialied, and tears gashed from his 
own and fell upon the gentle face of the dead, aa ha 
looked up to heajen and cried : 
'' Lovd, laj not this Bin to her diaqp t *' 




That which in 1885 — I think he said thirty-fin 
— waa a lealil^ in the Rne Bnrgnndy — I ttiink he 
said Bargondy — ia now but a reminiscence. Yet so 
vividly was its story told me, that at this moment the 
old Caf^ des Exilds appears before my eye, floatiog in 
the clouds of revery, and I doubt not I see it Just as 
it was in the old times. 

An antiquated story-aud-a-half Creole cottage sit- 
ting right down on the banquette, as do the Choctaw 
squttws who sell bay and sassafras aud life-everlaBting, 
with a liigh, close board-fence shutting out of view 
the diminutiYe gardeu on the southern side. An an- 
oient willow droops over the roof of round tiles, and 
partly hidea the discolored stucco, which keeps drop- 
ping off into the garden as though the old eaf6 was 
stripping for the plunge into oblivion — disrobing for 
he execution. I see, well up in the angle of the broad 

_ iide gable, shaded by its rude awning of clapboardB, 
6 the eyea of an old dame ore shaded by her wrinkled 

I hand, the window of Pauline. Oh for the image of 
B maiden, were it but for ouo momeut, leaning out 

I of the casement to hang her uocking-bvd and looking 
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down into the garden, — where, above the burier of 
old boards, I eee the top of the fig-tree, the pale gnt» 
clamp of bananas, the tall palmetto with its jagged 
crown, Panline's own two orange-trees holding up 
tlieir bands toward the window, heavy with the prom- 
ises of automn ; tho broad, crunsoD mass of the many- 
atemmed oteander, and the crisp bouglis of the poraa- 
granate loaded witb freckled apples, and with hera 
and there a lingering scarlet blossom. 

The Cafd des Exiles, to use a figure, flowered, bore 
fmlt, and dropped it long ago — or rather Time and 
Fate, like some uncnrsed Adam and Eve, came aide 
by side and cut away its clusters, as we sever the 
golden burden of tlie banana from its stem ; then, 
like a banana which has borne its fruit, it was razed 
to the ground and made way for a newer, brighter 
growth. I believe it would set every tooth on edge 
should I go by there now, — now that I have beard 
the story, — and see the old site covered by the " Shoo- 
fly Coffee-house." Pleaaanter far to close my eyes 
and call to view the unpretentious portals of the old 
oaf^, with her children — for such those exiles seem 
to me — dr^ging tJteir rocking-chairs out, and sitting 
in their wonted group nnder the long, out-reaching 
eaves which shaded the banquette of the Rue Bar 
gundy. 

It was in 1335 that the Caf^ des £xil6s was, as one 
might say, in full blossom. Old M. D'Hemeconit, 
father of Pauline and host of the cafS, himself a refu- 
gee from San Domingo, was the cause — at least tbs 
human cause — of its opening. As its white-curtained. 
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gbied doocs expanded, emittu^ & little poff of hM 
own (iguette smoke, it was like the borstiag of cataJpa 
UoiMnDS, ftnd the exiles came like bees, p mthing into 
the Hay room to eip its rich rftriety of tropical sirapa, 
to lemonades, its or&ngeades, its orgeats, its barie;- 
witesB, ud its ootlandish wines, while the; talked of 
dear home — that b to say, of Barbadoee, of Marti- 
Diqne, of Sao Domingo, and of Caba. 

There were Pedro and Benigno, and Fernandez aod 
FnucisGO, and Benito. Beoito was a tall, swarthy 
man, with immense gray moostachios, and hur aa 
harah as tropical grass and gray as ashes. When he 
conld spare his cigarette from his 1^, be woold tell 
you in a cavernous v^Mce, and with a wrinkled smile, 
that he was '' a-t-thorty-sereng." 

There was Martinez of Sas Domingo, yellow as a 
canary, always sitting with one 1^ curled onder him, 
and holding the back of his head in his knitted finger* 
i^ainst the back of his rocking-chair. Father, mother, 
brother, sisters, all, had been massacred in the strag- 
gle of '21 and '22 ; he alone was left to tell the tale, | 
and told it often, with that Btraoge, infantile insensi- 
bility to the solemnity of his berearement so peculiar 
to Latin people. 

But, besides these, and many who need no mention, 
there were two in particalar, around whom all the 
Mory of the Caf4 des Exil6s, of old M. D'Hemeooort 
and of Pauline, turns as on a double centre. First, 
Uanuel Mazaro, whose small, restless eyes were as 
Ua«k and bright as those of a moose, whose light talk 
became his dark girlish face, and whose redaodaol 
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locks oorled ao prettily and ho wonderfiillj black n 
the flue white brim of bis Jaunty Panama. He had 
the hands of a woman, saTe that the naila were stained 
with the smoke of cigarettes. He could pla; the 
guitar delightfully, and wore his knife down behind 
bia coat^coUar. 

The second was "Major" Galahad Shaughnessy. 
I imagine I can see him, in his white duck, brass- 
buttoned roundabout, with bis sabrelesa belt peeping 
ont beneath, all his boyishness in his sea-blue eyes, 
leaning lightly agaiust the door-post of the Cafi des 
Exiles as a child leans against his mother, running his 
fingoTB over a basketful of fragrant limes, and watch- 
ing his chance to strike some solemn Creole under the 
fifth rib with a good old Irish Joke. 

Old D'Komecourt drew bim close to hia bosom. 
The Spanish Creoles were, as the old man termed 
it, both cold and hot, but never warm. Major Shaugh- 
nessy was warm, and it was no uncommon thing to 
find those two apart from the others, talking in an 
undertone, and playing at conjidaiUea like two school- 
girls. The kind old man was at this time drifting 
close up to his sixtieth year. There was much he 
could tell of San Domingo, whither he had been car- 
ried from Martinique in his childhood, whence he had 
become a refugee to Cuba, and thence to New Orleans 
hi the flight of 1809. 

It fell one day to Manuel Mazaro's lot to discover, 
by sauntering within earshot, that to Galahad Shaugh- 
nessy only, of all the children of the Caf£ des Exil^, 
the good hoi^t spoke long and confidentlaUy concern- 
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tag hia daughter. The vonls. half heKnl and tnag 
oified like objects eetm in ■ ff^, meaning UuimI 
Uozaro knew not trh^t, but ntade portentous hj his 
suspicious nature, were but tlie o]<i man's recital of 
the grinding he bad got botwoen the aiiUstonoa of hia 
poverty and hia pride, in trying so long to sustiuu. for 
little Pauline's sake, that attitude before society whinb y 
eama respect from a surface- viewing wov.il. It was ) 
while he was telling this that Manuel Mazaro drew 
near; the old man paused in an embarrassed way; 
the Major, sitting sidewise in his chair, lifted his cheek 
from its restiog-plaee on hia elbow ; aDd Mazaro, 
after standing an awkward moment, turned away with 
such an inward feeling as one may guess would arist 
in a heart full of Cuban blood, not nnmixed with ^. 
Indian. J 

As he moved o3, M. D'Hcmecoitrt resumed : that in 
a last extremity be had opened, partly from dire want, 
partly for rery love to homeless souls, the Cafi dea 
Exiles. He hod hoped that, as strong drink and high 
words were to be alike unknown to it, it might not 
prejudice sensible people ; lint it had. Ho had no 
doubt they said among themselves, " She is an excel ' 
lent and beautiful girl and deserving all respect ; " 
and respect they accorded, but their respectB they 
neror came lo pay. 

" A caffi is a caf6," said the old gentleman. " It If 
■od possil' to ezcape him, aldough de C'af^ des ExU^ 
IS dlSerer from do rcz," 

" It's (tiiTercnt from the Caf6 dea B^fngite," sni^ 
gested the Irishman. 
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"DiSeren' as posaiV," replied U. D'Hemecouit 
Be looked sbont npon the walls. The BhelveB wen 
Inscioaa with ranks of cooling sirups which ho alone 
knew how to make. The expression of Ms face 
changed from aadneBB to a gentle pride, which spoke 
without words, saying — and let our story pause a 
moment to hear it say : 

" If any poor exile, boToi soy island where guavaa 
or mangoes or plantaina grow, wants a draught which 
will make him see his home among the cocoa-palms, 
behold the Caffi des ExQ6a ready to take the poor child 
tip and give him the breast 1 And If gold or silver he 
has them not, why Heaven and Santa Maria, and 
Saint Christopher bless him I It mokes no difference. 
Here is n rocking-chair, here a cigarette, and here a 
light from the host's own tinder. He will pay when he 
can." 

As this easUy pardoned pride said, so it often oc- 
curred ; and if the newly come czUe said his father 
was a Spaniard — Come!" old M. D'Hemecourt 
would cry ; " another glass ; it is an innocent drink ; 
my mother was a Caatilian." But, if the exUe aaid 
his mother was a Frenchwoman, the glasses would be 
forthcoming all the same, for " My father," the old 
man would say, "was a Frenchman of Martinique, 
with blood as pure as that wine and a heart as sweet 
Ui this honey; come, a glass of orgeat;' and be 
would bring it hims jlf in a quart tumbler. 

Now, there are Jealousies and jealouaice. There 
ue people who rise up quickly and kill, and there are 
others who turn their hot thoughts orer filettly ia 
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tbeiT miuds as ■ brjodiog bird tonu hei eggc in thi 
tuat. Thufi did U&Doel Hftz&ro, uid took it 31 tbat 
Gal&h&d sbould aee & Tision in the temple while bi 
%ad &U the bretliren tarried without. PaQliD« had beek 
to the Caf^ des Kxil^a in some degree whst the inug* 
of the Virgin was to their cborcbea at home ; and for 
her father to whisper her name to one and not to an- 
other was, it seemed to Mazaro, as if the old man, 
were he a sacristan, should say to some single wor- 
shiper, •'■ Here, jou may have this madoona ; I tankt 
it a present to you." Or, if such was not the hand- 
some young Cuban's feeling, such, at least, was the 
disguise his jealousy put on. If Pauline was to be 
handed down from her oicfae. why, then, farewell Cafi 
des Exiles. She was its preserving influence, she 
made the place holy ; she was the burning candles on 
the altar. Surely the reader will pardon the pen that 
lingers in the mention of her. 

And yet I know not how to describe the forbearing, 
unspoken tenderness with which all these exiles re- 
garded the maiden. In the balmy afternoons, as I 
have said, they gathered about their mother's knee, 
that is to say, upon the banquette outside the door. 
There, lolling buck iu thek rocking-chairs, they would 
pass toe evening hours with oft-ret>eatcd talcs of home : 
and the moon would come out and glide among the 
clouds like a silver barge among islands wrapped in 
mist, and they loved the silently gliding orb with a 
sort of norship, because from her soaring height she 
bwked down at the same moment upon them and apon 
their biimea in the far Ar tilles. It was somewhat thus 
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that tbey looked upon Pauline as she seemed to thea 
held up half way to hearen, they knew not how. Ab ' 
those who hare been pUgnmB ; who have wandered 
ont beyond harbor and light ; whom fats hath led in 
lonely patha strewn with, thoms and briera not of theii 
own sowing ; who, homelcBs in a land of homes, 6<m 
windows gleaming and doors a]ar, bnt not for them, — 
it U they who well undcrBtand what tlie worship is that 
cries to any daughter of our dear motber Eve whose 
footsteps chance may draw across the path, the silent, 
beseeching cry, " Stay a little instant that I may look 
apoD yon. Oh, woman, beautiQer of the earth 1 Stay 
till I recall the face of my sister ; stay yet a moment 
while I look from afar, with helpless-hanging hands, 
upon the softness of thy cheek, upon the folded coils 
of thy shining hair ; and my spirit shall fall down and 
say those prayers which I may never again — God 
knoweth — say at home." 

She was seldom seen ; but sometimes, when the 
lounging exUes would be sitting in their afternoon 
circle under the eaves, and some old man would tell 
his tale of fire and blood and capture and escape, and 
the heads would lean forward from the chair-backs 
and a great stillnoBS would follow the ending of the 
story, old M. D'Hemecourt would all at once speak up 
and say, laying his hands upon the narrator's knee, 
"Comrade, yoar throat is dry, here arc fresh limes; 
let my dear child herself come and mix you a lemon- 
ade." Then the neighbors over the way, sitting about 
then doors, would by and by softly say, "See, see ! 
there is Pfiilinel " and sll the exiles would rise from 
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their rocbing-ch&in, take off tbeir bate and stand sa 
men stand in cborcli, while PBuline came oat like the 
moon from a cloud, descended the three atepe (A tha 
eaf^ door, and stood with waiter and glass, a new Be- 
beoca with her pitcher, before the swarUijr wanderer. 
What tales that would haye been tesr-CMnpelliDg; 
nay, heart- rending, bad they not been palpate inTen- 
tiona, tbe pretty, womauiah Uazaro from time to time 
pound forth, in the ever nngiatified hope that tbe god- 
dess might come down with a drsnght of nectar for 
him, it prt^teth not to recount ; bat I should fail to 
show a fanulv festare of the Cafu des EiJlfea did I 
cmtit to aay that these make-bdiere adTentorea were 
liaardvittt erery mad: (rf respect aiDderedenee;wlnl^ 
oo tha oOier fauid, they woe net«z' attempted in the ' 
pM^wi-m nf thA Ti4iihpi»ii He woold fasTB mowed Mil 
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sign of wluch, aa set fortb in ite maotiscritit comtin- 
tion, was to prorkle proper fitueral hoDors to such of 
then tnciubort)litp as might be overtaken by death ; 
and, whenever it was practicable, to send their ashea 
to their native land. Next to Gatabacl in this move- 
ment was an elegant old Mexican pfayBician, Dr. , 

— his name escapes me — whom the Caf^ des ExilAi 
sometimes took npou her lap — that is to say door-st«p 

— but whoee favorite resort was the old Caf6 dee 
Rdfugi^a In the Bue Royale (Royal Street, aa it was 
beginning to be called) . Manuel Mazaro was made 
secretary. 

It was for some reason thought jndiciooa for the 
society to hold its meetings in various places, now 
here, now there; but the most frequent rendezvous 
w«3 the Caf^ dea Exiles ; it was quiet ; those Spanish 
Creoles, however they may aftei-ward cackle, like to 
lay their plans noiselesaly, like a hen in a barn. 
There was a very general confidence in Uiis old insti- 
tution, a kind of inward assurance that "mother 
wouldn't tell;" though, after all, what great secrets 
conld there bo connected with a mere burial society? 

Before the honr of meeting, the C&U des Exil^ 
always sent away her children and closed her door. 
Presently they would commence returning, one by one, 
as a flock of wild fowl will do, that has been startied 
up from its accustomed haunt. Frequcntora of the 
Ct>t6 des B^fugi^s also would appear. A small gate 
in tlie cl<Me garden-fence let them Into a room behind 
the caf4 proper, and by and by the apartment would 
be full of dark-visaged men conversing in tbe low. 



I 
I 

I 
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1 to their ru». The shQUon 
at doore and wiodowB were clu«ed ual ihe I'liinkS 
•topped with cotton ; some people are so Jealous of 
otMOvatioo. 

Od a certain niglit after one of these meetings bad 
diapereed in ita peculiar way, the members retiring two 
by two at intervals, Manual Uasaro and M. O'Hemfr 
court were left alone, sitting cloao together iu Um 
dimly lighted room, the fonner speaking, the other, 
with DO pleasant countenance, attending. It seemed 
to the young Cuban a proper precaution — he was 
made of precautions — to speak in English. His Toloe 
waa barely audible. 

'^ sayce to me, ' Uaauel, she t-theeug I want-a 

to marry bore.' Sefior, you shouth 'ave see' hln 
laugh! " 

M. D'Hemeoourt lifted up hie head, and laid hii 
hand upon the young man's arm. 

'^Manuel Mazaro," he began, " iv dnd w'od yoa 
My is nod ' ' — 

The Cuban interrupted. 

"If Is no' l^thrue yon will keel Manuel Maxarof — 
a' r-r-right-a ! " 

" No," said the tender old man, " no, bud b-I am 
positeef dad de Madjor will shoud you." 

M&zaro nodded, and lifted one finger for attention. 

" sayce to me, ' Manuel, you goin' toU-a SeBot 

D'Hemecourt, I fln'-a you some nigh' an' eut-a yoa' 
heart oa'. An' I aayce to heem-a, ' Boat-a if Sefior 
D'Hemecourt he fin"-in" ou" frone Pauline ' " — 

"Sitentxl" Seioely cried the old man. " Uy Oodl 
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'Sieor Mazaro, neider you, oeider aomobody helso B'all 
h'use de nem of me daugliter. It is nod possib' dad 
you s'all Bpick him I I cannot peonnid tbad." 

While the old man was speaking these vehement 
words, the Cuban was emphatically nodding approval. 

"Co-rect-a, co-rect-a, SeSor," he replied, "Senoi, 
yon' r-r-right-a ; eBcnse-a me, Sefior, eacnee-a me. 
SeSor D'Hemecourt, Mayor Sbaughness', when he 
talkin' wi' me he aain' hore-a name o the t-thime-a t " 

" My frea'," said M. D'Hemeconrt, rieing and 
speaking with labored control, " I muz tell you good 
nighd. Ton 'ave sooprise me a verry gred deal. I 
B'all investigade doze ting; an', Mannel Mazaro, b-1 
am a hole man ; bud I will requez you, iv dad wad 
you say is nod de true, mj God ! not to h-ever rittam 
■^aiD ad de Cafd des Exiles." 

Mazaro smiled and nodded. Hie hoet opened the 
door into the garden, and, as the young man stepped 
out, noticed even then how handsome was his face and 
figure, and bow the odor of the night Jasmine was 
filling the air with an almoet insupportable sweetness. 
The Gubau paused a moment, as if to speak, but 
checked himself, lifted his girlish face, and looked ap 
to where the daggers of the palmetto-tree were crossed 
upon the face of the moon, dropped bis glance, touched 
his Panama, and silently followed by the bare-headed 
old man, drew open the little garden-gate, looked cau- 
tiously out, said good-night, and stepped into the 
street. 
~ As M. D'Hemeconrt returned to the door tbroogb 
which ha had come, be uttered an ejaculation of aston 
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UuneDt. Pwilise stood before turn. She ipok« bar- 
riedl; in French. 

" Papa, papa, it is not tnie." 

*'No, my cliild," he responded, "I am sure tt ti 
ftot tme ; I am sore it is all false ; bnt wh; do I find 
you OQt of bed bo tate, tittle bird? The night is oeariy 
gone." 

He laid hia hand upon her cbeek. 

" Ah, papa, I cannot deceive yon. I thoogfat Maa- 
nel would tell yon something of this kind, and I 



The father's face immediately betrayed a new anci. 
deeper distress. 

"Panline, my duld," he said with tremoloaa roice, 
•' if Mannel's story is all false, in the name of Hearen 
Ik>w coold yoa think he was going to tell H?" 

He anoonsctooGly clasped his hands. The good 
child had one tr^t which she coold not hare inherited 
fran her father ; she was quick-witted and discenung ; 
yet DOW she stood coofoonded. 

"Speak, my child," cried the aLumed old man; 
" ^>eak 1 let me live, and not die." 

"Oh, papa," she cried, "I do not know!" 

The old man groaned. 

" Tvptty pftp&," she cried again, ■' I felt it ; I know 
uttkow; something told me. " 



"So, no, DO, p«pa," cried FanUne, '*bat I was 
afrud of MaoDel Mazaro. and I think he hates \am 
— and I think he will hint faim in any way ha caa 
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—and I know he will even try to till him. Oh t mj 
God I" 

She struck her hands together above her head, and 
buret into a flood of tears. Her father looked upon 
her with auch ead sternness as his tender nature was 
capable of. He laid hold of one of her arms to draw 
a hand from the face whither buth bands had gone. 

" You know something else," he said ; " you know 
that the Major loves you, or you think eo: is it not 
trag?" 

She dropped both hancts, and, lifting her streaming 
eyes that had nothing to hide straight to his, suddenly 
said: 

"I would give worlds to think so I " and sunk upon 
the floor. 

He was melted and convinced in one instant. 

"Ob, my child, my cbild," he cried, trying to lift 
her. " Oh, my poor little Paiiliue, your papa is not 
angry. Bisa, my little one ; so ; kiss me ; Heaven 
bless thee. Pauline, treasure, what shall I do with 
thee ? Where shall I hide thee ? " 

"You have my counsel already, papa." 

"Yes, my child, and you were right. The Caf4 des 
Exiles never should have been opened. It is no place 
lor you ; no place at alL" 

"Let us leave it," said Pauline. 

" Ah ! Pauline, I would close it to-morrow if I 
DOold, but now it is too late ; I cannot." 

" Why ? " asked Pauline, pleadingly. 

She had cast an arm about his neok. Her tflUI 
qnrkled with a aaule. 
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" Ifj dMigbtcr, I cannot tell yon ; ;on must go mm t 
to bed; good-night — or good-moming: God keep 
yon I" 

"Well, then, papa," she said, "have no fear; yoo 
need not hide me ; I have mj prajer-book, and my 
altar, and m; garden, and my window ; my garden li 
my fenced ci^, and my window my watch-bower; do 
yon see ? " 

" Ah ! Panline," responded the father, " bat I have 
been letting the enemy in aad out at pleasure." 

" Good-night," she answered, and kiaaed him three 
times on either cheek ; " the blessed Virgin will take 
care of ne ; good-night ; he never said those things ; 
not he; good-night." 

The next evening Galahad Shaugtmessy and Manuel 
Uazaro met at that "very different" place, the Caf^ 
dea B^fu^^s. There was much free talk going on 
about Texan annexation, about chances of war with 
llexico, about San Domingan affairs, about Cuba and 
many et^ceteras. Galahad was in his nsoal gay mood. 
He strode about among a mixed company of Lonisi- 
anais, Cubans, and Am^ricains, keeping them in a 
great laugh with his account of one of Ole Bull's 
coDcerte, and how he had there extorted an invitation 
from M. and Mme. Devoti to attend one of their 
famous children's fancy dress balls. 

" Halloo ! " said he as Mazaro approached, " beer'a 
the etheerial Angelica herself. Look-nt heer, sissy, u^ 

why ar'n't ye m the maternal anns of the Caf^ del 

Haiaio smikd amiably knd sat down. A moment 



100 OLD CREOLE DATS. 

after, tiie IiishmsD, stepping away from his ooa 
paaions, etood before the young Ciibnn, and ukad, 
with a quiet biialness air: 

"D'ye want to see me, Mazaro?" 

The Cuban nodded, and they went aside. MazMO, 
in a few quick words, looking at his pretty foot the 
while, told the other on no account to go near the CtSA 
dea Elxilds, as there were two men hanging about then, 
evidently watching for him , and — 

" Wut'a the use o' that? " asked Galahad j " I say, 
wut'fi the use o' that?" 

Major Shaughuessy's habit of repeating part of his 
words arose from another, of interrupting any person 
who might be speaking. 

"They must know — I say they must know that 
whenever T'm nowhurs else I'm heer. What do they 
want?" 

Mazaro made a gesture, signifying caution and 
secrecy, and smiled, as if to say, '^Yon ought to 
know." 

"Ahal" said the Irishman softly. "Why don't 
they come here?" 

"Z-afnu'," said Mazaro; "d'they frai' to do 
an'teen een d-these-a erowth." 

" That's so," said the Irishman ; " I say, that's so. 
If I don't feel very much like go-on, I'U not go ; I 
say, I'll not go. We've no business to-night, eb, 
Hazaro?" 

" No, Sefior." 

A second evening was much the same, Mazaro re- 
peating hi« waniing. But when, on the tiiird evening, 
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the Irishman a^ain i'epe:ited.'.'bis,wiUiugDesB to ttaj 
•way from the Caf^ dcs Exiii^s /utyloas he should feel 
strongly impelled to go, it was with Ih^.-iqental reserrft- 
tion that he did feel very much in Uiat hDmor.and, 
nnknowii to Mazaro, should thither repair, 'if 'qtiy bi 
see whether some of those deep old fellows were not - 
ooctriying a practical joke. 

I'Mazaro," said he, " I'm go-un arouud the caamni 
« bit ; I want ye to wait heer till I come back. I wy 
I want ye to wait heer till I come back ; I'll be gone 
about three-quarters of an hour." 

Mazaro assented. He saw with satisfaction the 
Irishman start in a direction opposite that in which 
lay the Caf4 des Exiles, tarried fifteen or twenty min- 
utes, and then, thinking he could step around to th« 
CaS& des Exiles and return before the expiration of 
the allotted time, hurried out. 

Meanwhile that peaceful habitation sat in the mooa- 
Ught with her children about her feet. The company 
ontside the door was somewhat thinner than common. 
M. D'Hemecourt was not among them, but was sitting 
in the room behind the caf£. The long table which the 
burial society used at their meetings extended across 
the apartment, and a lamp bad been placed upon it. 
M. D'Hemecourt sat by the lamp. Opposite him waa 
a chair, which seemed awaiting an expected occupant. 
Beside the old man eat Pauline. They were talking in 
cantlooe undertones, &r-i in Erench. 

No," she seemed ic insist ; " we do not know thil 
ke refuMs to come. We only know that Manuel sayf 
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The falher fihook.^-.bKiia'Badly. "When boa tu 
BTCr staid ftWKF'-tiiree bighta together before?" hf 
ftsked. ''.' Nq. 'itty* child ; it is intentional. Mantiel 
urges biro'Jx) coine, but be only sends poor excuses." 
'";Bvls*'said the girl, shading her face from the 
'■.lahDp and spealdng with some auddennesB, " why have 
you not sent word to him by eome other person ? " 

M. D'Hemecourt looked up at his daughter a mo- 
ment, and then smiled at his own simplicity. 

"Ah I" he said. "Certainly; aod that is wha*. 
I will — run away, Pauline. There is Manuel, now, 
ahead of time ! " 

A step was heard inside the caf4. llie maiden, 
though she knew the step was not Mazaro's, rose has- 
tily, opened the nearest door, and disappeared. She 
had barely closed it behind her when Galahad Shaugh- 
nessy entered the apartment. 

M'Hemecourt rose up, both surprised and confused. 

"Good-evening. Munaher D'Himecourt," said the 
Irishman. " Munsher D'Himecourt, I know it's 
against rules — I say, I know it's against rules to come 
in here, but ' ' — smiling. — " T want to have a private 
wurd with ye. I say, I waiit to have a privatfi wurd 
with ye." 

In the closet of bottles the maiden smiled triumph- 
antly. She also wiped the dew from her forehead 
for the place was very close and warm. 

With her father was no triumph. In him sadness 
and iloubt were so miogtcd with anger that he dared 
not lift his eyes, but gazed at the knot in the wood of 
ttie table, which looked like a caterpillar curled up 
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UftEwo, he ooQcluded, had roally asked the Major to 

"Mazaro tol' ;oq7" b« aaked. 

■■ Yes," answered the IriBhman. " Mazaro told HM 
I was watched, and asked" — 

"Uacljor," unluckil; intcmipted the old man, md- 
desl; looking up and speaking with subdued fetror. 
" fwrw'y — iv Mazaro tol' jou — for w'y you din conw 
more sooner? Dad b one 'eavy charge again' you." 

"Didn't Mazaro tell ye why I didn't come?" 
asked the other, l)egiiuung to be puzzled at his hoat'i 
meaDing. 

"Yez," replied M. D'Hemeoourt, "bnd one brer 
ihenteman should uot be afrwd of" — 

The young man stopped him with a quiet laugh 
!"MuDsher D'Himecourt," said he, "I'm nor afraid 
of any two men living — I say I'm nor afr^d of any 
two men living, aad certainly not of the two that's 
bean a-wat«hin' me lately, if they're the two I think 
they are." 

M. D'Hemeoourt flushed in a way quite bcompre- 
hensible to the speaker, who acvertheless continued : 

" It was the charges," he said, with some slyaesi 
in his smile. " They are heavy, as ye say, and that's 
the very reason — I say that's the very reason why 1 
staid away, ye see, eh? I say that's the very reason 
[ staid away." 

Then, indeed, there was a dew for the maiden to 
wipe from her brow, unconscious that every word that 
was being said bore a different signiflcance in the miiM] 
of each of the three. The old man was agitated- 
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"Bud, BIT," he began, slmkisg bia head and liftiBg 
his hand. 

"Bless yer soul, Munalier D'Himecourt," inter- 
rupted the Irishman, " Wut'a the use o' grapplin' 
two cut-tbroats, when " — 

"Madjor Shaughnosay ! " cried M. D'Hemecourt, 
losing all eelf-controL "H-I am nod a cud-troad, 
Madjor Shaughnessy, L-an I 'ave a r-r-righd to wadge 
yon." 

The Major rose from his chair. 

" What d'ye mean ? " he asked vacantly, and tlien : 
"Look-ut here, Munsher D 'Hi me court, one of uz is 
crazy. I say one " — 

" No, sar-r-r I " cried the other, rising and clenching 
hie trembling fist. " H-I am not orezzj. I 'ave da 
righd to wadge dad man wad mague rimark aboud me 
dotter, " 

" I never did no such a thing," 

" You did." 

"I never did no such a thing." 

" Bud you *ave jna ha-cknowledge' — " 

"I never did no bucL a thing, I tell ye, and the 
man that's told ye so is a liui- ! " 

" Ah-h-li-h ! " said the old man, wagging his finger 
" Ah-h-h-h 1 Ton call Manuel Mazaro one liar ? " 

The Irishman laughed (mt 

" Well, I should say so I " 

He motioned the old man into his chair, and both 
Bat down again. 

"Why, Munsher D'Hiniecourt, Mazaro 's been 
keepin' me away from heer with a yam about two 
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Spuii&rds wfttchin' for me. That's what I oune in to 
tsk ye »boat. My dear snr, do ye a'pose I irnd talk 
about the goddess — I mean, yer daughter — to tha 
tikes o' Uazaro — I say to the likes o' Maxato?" 

To aay the old man was at sea would be too feeble 
an expression — be was in the trou^ of the sea, with 
a harricaue of doubts and fears whirling around him. 
Somebody had told a lie, and he, having stnick upon 
its Bonken surface, was dazed and stonned. He 
opened his lips to say he knew not what, when his 
ear caught the voice of Manuel Mazaro, replying to 
•he greeting of some of his comrades outside the front 
door. 

"He is comin'l" cried tbe old man. >* Hague 
yoa'sev hide, Ma^jw; do not led 'im kedge yon, 
Mon Diea I " 

Tbe Iriahman smiled. 

"The little yellow wretch I " said he qnietly, his 
bine eyes dancing. " I'm goin' to catch him." 

A certaia hidden bearer inatautly made up ber mind 
t* rush oat between tbe two young men and be a 



" JTon, non/*' exclaimed M. D'Hemecourt excitedly. 
'< Nod in de Caf4 dea E.xil^ — nod now, Mad}ca. 
Qo in dad door, hif yon pliz, Madjor. You will beer 
'Im w'at he 'ave to say. Uague you'Bev de troub*. 
Nod dad door — diz one," 

The Major laughed agam and aiarted toward tba 
door indicated, but in an instant stopped. 

"1 can't go in theyre," he sidLd. "That's yer 
ianghter's room." 
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"Out, otii', mail/" cried the other acMy, ImI 
Mftzuo'B step was near. 

" I'll jiut slip in hser," and the amnsed Shanglh 
Deeay tripped lightly to the cloeet door, drew it opea 
in Bpit« of a momentary resistance from within which 
he had no time to notice, stepped into a small recew 
full of shelves and bottles, shut the door, and stood 
face to fkce — the broad moonlight shining upon her 
through a small, high-grated opening on one side — ■ 
with Pauline. At the same instant the voice of the 
young Cuban sounded in the room. 

Pauline was in a great tremor. She made as if site 
would have opened the door and lied, but the Irishmaa 
gave a gesture of earnest protest and re-assurance. 
The re-opened door might make the bach parlor of the 
Caf^ des Exil£a a scene of blood. Thinking of this, 
what could she do? She staid. 

"Too goth a heap-a thro-vle, Sefior," said Manuel 
Hazaro, taking the seat so lately vacated. He had 
patted M. D'Hemecourt tendeiiy on the back and the 
old gentleman had flinched; hence the remark, to 
which there waa no reply. 

'■ Was a bee crowtb a' the Cafi the Bifugiet" con- 
tinued the young man. 

" Bud, w'ere dad Madjor Shanghneeay? " demanded 
H. D'Hemecourt, with tibe little sternness he could 
oommand. 

"Mayor Shaughnees' — ye«-a; was there; boat-a," 
with a <U8par8giDg smile and shake of fin head, *' ta 
woon-a come-a to you, Senor, (A 1 no.' 

The old mas smiled bitterij. 
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'•JVoRf " he aaked. 

"Oh, no, Senorl" Mazftro drew his ciwir clowr. 
"6«fior;" he paused, — *'ee« a-vary bath-a fan-t 
fOD thaughter, ehF" 

*'W'at?" asked the host, snapping like a hor- 
Kented dog. 

"D-theze talkin' 'bon'," ajiawered the young man; 
• d-theze coffee-howcea noth a goo' pt»ze-a fore hora, 
eh?" 

Tbo Iriehman and the maiden looked into each other's 
eyes an instant, as people will do when listening ; but 
Pauline's immediately fell, and when Mazaro's words 
weie understood, her btushea became visible even by 
moonlight. 

*' He's r-right I " emphatically whispered Galahad. 

She attempted to draw back a step, but found her- 
self against the shelves. M. D'Hemeconrt had not 
answered. Mazaro spoke again. 

" Boat-a you canno' help-a, eh? I know, 'ont-a she 
gettin' marry, eh?" 

Pauline trembled. Her father enmrnoned all his 
force and rose as if to ask his questioner to leave 
him ; but the handsome Cu'ban motioned bim down 
with a gesture that seemed to beg for only a moment 
more. 

" Senor, if a-was one man whath k>-va you' thangb- 
ter, all is possiblee to lo-va." 

Pauline, nervously braiding some bits of wire which 
ahe had unconsdously taken from a shelf, glanced up 
— against her will, — into the eyes of Galahad. Thi^ 
were looking bo steadily down upon her that with a 



108 



OLD CREOLE SATS. 



great le^p ol the heart for joy she closed her own 1 
half turned away. But Hazaro hail not ceased. 

*' All is poasiblee to lo-va, St^nor, you ahouth-a let 
mury here an' tak'n 'way frone d'these plaze, Senor." 

"Mannel Mazaro," said M. D'Hemecourt, (^;aiD 
"^^iogi "you 'ave say enough." 

" No, no, Senor ; no, no ; I want tell-a yon — U 
a-one man — wAotA lo-va you' thaughter ; &a' IJmowce 
himi" 

Was there no cause for quarrel, after all? Could 
it be that Mazaro was about to speak for Galahad F 
The old man asked in his simplicity : 

"Madjor Shaugbness j ? " 

Mazaro smiled mockiiigly. 

"Mayor Shaugbness'," be said; "ob, no; not 
Mayor Shaugbneea' I " 

Fanline cuuld stay ao longer; escape she must, 
though it be in Manuel Mazaro's very face. Turning 
again and looking up into Galahad's face in a great 
fright, she opened her li|)a to speak, but — 

" Mayor Shaugbness'," continued the Cuban; "fc* 
BBT'r-a lo-va you' thaughter." 

Galahad was putting the maiden back from the door 
with his band. 

" Pauline," he said, " it's a lie ! " 

'* An', Seuor," pursued the Cuban, "if a was poasi- 
blee you' thangbter to lo-va beem, a-wonth-a be worse- 
a Ulte in worlt ; but, Senor, /" — 

M. D'Hemecourt made a majestic sigu for silence. 
He had resumed his chair, but he rose up once more, 
took the Cuban's hat from the table and tendered it to 
kim. 
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"Ibnnel Mftzaro, you 'ave " — 

"Seiior, I goin' tell you "— 

"Manuel Mazaro, you " — 

"Boat-a SeBor " — 

"Bud, Manuel Maz" — 

" Soiioi, escuae-a me " — 

" Huzh ! " cried the old man. " Manuel Mazaro, yott 
■ve deceive' me ! Tou 'ave nwcque me, Manu " — 

" SeSor," cried Mazaro, " 1 swear-a to you that all-a 
what I eajin' eea-a " — 

He stopped aghast. Galahad and Pauline stood 
before him. 

" Is what ? " asked the blue-eyed man, with a look 
of quiet delight on hia face, Buch as Mazaro instantly 
remembered to have seen on it one night when Gala- 
had was being shot at in the Sucking Calf BeetaurAnt 
in St. Peter Street. 

The table was between them, but Mazaro's hand 
went upward toward the hack of his coat-collar. 

"Ah, ah!" ciied the Irishman, shaking hia head 
with a broader smile and thrasting his hand threaten- 
ingly into his breast; "dou'tye do that I just finish 
yer speech. " 

"Was-a uotthin'," said the Cuban, trying to amila 
back, 

" Ter a liur," said Galahad. 

"No," said Mazaro, still endeavoring to amile 
tlirough his agony ; " z-was on'y tellin' Setlor D'Heme- 
court someteen z-was t-thrue." 

" And I tell ye," aaid Galahad, " ye'r a liur, and to 
be 80 kind an' get yerael' to the front stoop, as I'm 
iesiruz o' kickin' ye before the crowd." 
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" Bladjor 1 ' ' cried D'Hemecoort — 

"Go," said Galahad, aUvanciiig a step towArd th* 
Cabaa. 

Had Manuel Mazaro wished to personate the prince 
of darkness, bis beaatiliil face had the correct expres- 
sion for it. He slowly turned, opcued the door into the 
c«f6, sent one glowermg look behind, and disappeared. 

Pauline laid her band upon her lover's arm. 

"Madjor," began her father. 

"Oh, Madjor and Modjor," said the Irishman; 
"Mnnsher D'Hemecoort, Just say 'Madjor, beer's a 
gude wife for ye,' and I'll let the little serpent go." 

Thereupon, sure enough, both M. D'Hcmecourt and 
his daughter, rushing togotfaer, did what I have been 
bopiog all along, for the reader's sake, tliey would have 
dispensed with ; they burst into tears ; whereupon the 
Major, with his Irish appreciation of the ladicrons, 
turned away to bide his smirk and began good-hu- 
moredly to scratch himself first on the temple and tlien 
on the thigh. 

Mazaro passed silently through the group about the 
door-steps, and not many minutes afterward, Galahad 
Shaughnessy, having taken a place among the exiles, 
rose with the remark that the old gentleman would 
doubtless be willing to tell them good-night. Giood- 
Dight was accordingly said, the Caf4 des Exiliis closed 
her windows, then her doars, winked a moment or two 
through the cracks in the shutters and then went fast 
asleep. 

The Mexican physician, at Galahad's request, told 
Huaro tliat at the next meeting of the burial aode^ 
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be might and must occupy bie accustomed seat witbout 
fear of molsBtatiuu ; and he did so. 

The meeting took place some seven dajs after ths 
kGEut in the back parlor, and on the s&mo ground. 
Busiueas being finished, Galahad, who presided, stood 
np, looking, in his white duck suit among his darkly- 
clad companions, like a white eheep among black ones, 
and begged leave to order " dlasses " from the front 
room. I say among black sheep ; yet, I suppose, 
than that double row of languid, effeminate faces, 
one would have been taxed to find a more harmless- 
looking company. The glasses were brought and 
filled. 

"Gentlemen," said Galahad, "comrades, this may 
be the last time we ever meet together an unbroken 
body." 

Martinez of San Domingo, he of the hoiTible espa- 
rience, nodded with a lurking smile, curled a leg under 
him and clasped his fingers behind his head. 

" "Who knows," continued the speaker, " but SeHor 
Benito, though strong and sound and har'ly thirty- 
seven" — here all smiled — "may be taken ill to- 
morrow ? " 

Martinez smiled across to the tall, gray Benito on 
Galahad's left, and he, in turn, amilingty showed to 
the company a thin, white tine of teeth between hia 
moustacbioB like distant reefs. 

"Who knows," the young Irishman proceeded to 
inquu-e, " I say, who knows but Pedro, thoyre, may 
be struck wid a fever 1 " 

Pedro, a short, compact noan of thoroughly mixed 
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The last laugh thttt iraa ever heard In the Ctli dM 
Ezil4i Bounded softly through the room. 

"LadB," said the Irishman. "Fill yer dlaaw*. 
Here's to'the Caf^ des Exiles, God bless her 1 " 

And the meeting slowly adjourned. 

Two days Utei'. signs and rumors of sickiifiBS begaa 
to find place about the Caf6 des R^fugi^s, and ths 
Mexican phyBician made three calls in one day. It 
was said by the people around that tlie tall Cuban 
gentleman named Beuito was very sick in one of the 
back rooms. A similar frequency of the same physi- 
cian's calle was noticed about the Caf£ dea Exiles. 

"The man with one eyebrow," said the neighbors, 
" ia sick. Pauline left the house yesterday to make 
room for him." 

"Ah! is it possible 7 " 

" Tes, it is really true ; she and her husband. She 
took ber mocking-btrd with her ; he carried it ; he 
oame back alone. ' ' 

On the next afternoon tbe children about the Caf^ 
des Bifugi^B enjoyed the spectacle of the invalid 
Cuban moved on a trestle to the Caf4 des Exiles, 
although he did not look so deathly sick as they could 
hare liked to see him, and on the fourth morning the 
doors of the Caf4 des Exiles remained closed. A 
black-bordered funeral notice, veiled with crape, an- 
nounced that the great Caller-home of exiles had 
served his summons upon Don Pedro Hemandea (sur- 
name borrowed for the occasion), and Don Carlos 
Hendez y Benito. 

The hour for the faneral was flxed at tour f.h. It 
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"He says they are not dead meti, but new dqb» 
keta" — 

" Here, dear out ! " cries im officer, and the loitnen 
fiUl back and by aud by etraggle off. 

The exiles? What became of them, do you aakF 
WTiy, nothing ; they were not troubled, bnt they never 
all came together ^ain. Said a chief-of-poUoe to 
Major Shanghnesay years afterward : 

" Major, there was only one thing that kept your 
expedition ftom succeeding-^ you were too sly about 
it. Had you come out flat and aaid what yon were 
doing, we'd never a-said a word to you. But that 
little (allow gave ua the wini, and then we had to stop 
you." 

And was ao one punish«d? Alas 1 one was. Poor, 
pretty, curly-headed traitoroas Mazaro I He was drawn 
oat of Carondelet Canal — cold, dead ! And when his 
wounds were counted — they were Just the number of 
the Caf^ des Exiles' children, less Galahad. But the 
mother — that is, the old cafe — did not see it ; she had 
gone up the night before in a chariot of fire. 

In the files of the old " Picayune " and " Prioe-Cur- 
rent" of 1S37 may be seen the mention of Galahad 
Shaughnessy among the merchants — "our enterpris- 
mg and accomplished fellow -townsman," and all that. 
But old M. B'Hemecourt's name is cut in marble, and 
his cittsenship is in *' a city whose maker and builder 
Is God." 

Only yesterday I dined with the Shanghnessya — 
I old couple and handsome. Their children sat 
tbont them and entertained me most pleasantly. Bat 
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ttiere isn't one can tell a tale aa their father can — 
*twa8 he told me this one, though here and there my 
enthnsiasm may have taken liberties. He knows the 
history of every old house in the French Quarter ; oTi 
if he happens not to know a true one, he \aa rnahe vm 
ip as he goes aloag. 
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The original grantee was Coimt , aeauine the 

name to be De Charleu ; the old Creoles neTer forgive a 
public mention. Ho was tlie Freocli king's commisBary. 
Oue day, called to France to esplain the lucky acci- 
dent of the commissariat having buraed down with his 
account-booke inside, he left bis wife, a Choctaw 
Comptease, behind. 

Arrived at court, his excuses were accepted, aod 
that tract granted him where afterwards stood Belles 
Demoiselles Plantation. A man cannot remember 
everything! In a fit of forgetfulnesH he married a 
French gentlewoman, rich and beautiful, and "brought 
her out." However, "All's well that ends well;" 
a famine had been in the colony, and the Choctaw 
Comptesse had starved, leaving nought but a half- 
caste orphan family lurking on the edge o{ the settle- 
ment, bearing our French gentlewoman's ovra new 
name, nnd being mentioned iti Monsieur's will. 

And the new Comptesse— eho tarried but a twelve- 
month, left Monsieur a lovely son, and departed, led 
out of this vain world by the swamp-fever. 

From this eon Borang the proud Creole family of 
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£>e CharleD. It roee straight np, ip, np, gener&tdon 
after generation, tail, branchless, blender, palm-like; 
and finally, in the time of which I am to tell, flowered 
with all the rare beauty of a century- plaot, in Arte- 
mise, Innocente, Fellcit^, the twins Marie and Martha, 
Leontine and little Septima ; the eeren beautiful 
daughters for whom their home had been fitly named 
Belles DemoiseUee. 

The Count's grant bad once been a long Pointe, 
ronnd which the Mississippi nsed to whirl, and seethe, 
and foam, that It was horrid to behold. Big whirl- 
pools would open and wheel about in the eavage eddies 
UBder the low bank, and close up i^ain, and others 
open, and spin, and disappear. Great circles of muddy 
sarface would boil up from hundreds of feet below, 
and gloss over, and seem to float away, — sink, come 
back again ander water, and with only a soft hiss 
surge up again, and again drift off, and Tanisb. 
Every few minutes the loamy bank would tip down a 
great load of earth upon its besieger, and fall back a 
foot, — sometimes a yard, — and the writhing river 
would press after, nntil at last the Pointe was quite 
swallowed np, and the great river glided by in a ma- 
jestic curve, and asked no more ; the bank stood fast, 
the "caving " became a foi^otten misfortune, and the 
diminished grant was a long, sweeping, willowy bend, 
ruatling with mHes of sugar-cane. 

Coming np the Mississippi in the sailing craft of 
those early days, about tiie tin % one first could descry 
the white spires of the old St. Louis Cathedral, you 
would be pretty sure ttt spy, just over to your right 
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under the levee, B«IIes Demoiselles Mftnsion, witli its 
broad yeranda and red painted cypress roof, peering 
orer the embanlitQeut, lite a bird in the nest, half hid 
by the avenue of willows which one of the departed 
De GharleuB, — he that married a Slarot, — had planted 
on the levee's crown. 

The house stood unufiually near the river, facing 
eastward, and standing four-square, with an immense 
veranda about its sides, and a flight of steps in front 
spreading broadly downward, as we open arms to a 
child. From the veranda nine miles of river nere 
seen ; and in their compass, near at hand, the shady 
garden full of rare and beautiful flowers ; farther away 
broad Gelds of cane and rice, and the distant quarters 
of the slaves, and on the horizon everywhere a dark 
belt of cypress forest. 

The master was old Colonel De Ghatleu, — Jean Al- 
bert Henri Joseph De Charleu-Marot, and " Colonel " 
by the grace of the fii-st American governor. Mon- 
sienr, — he would not speak to any one who called 
him "Colonel," — was a hoary-headed patriarch. 
His step was firm, his form erect, Lis intellect strong 
and clear, his countenance classic, serene, dignified, 
commanding, his mannera courtly, his voice musical, 
— faacinating. He had had hia vices, — all his life ; 
but had borne them, as his race do, with a serenity of 
conscience and a cleanness of mouth that left no out- 
ward blemish on the surface of tlie gentleman, He 
had gambled in Boyal Street, di-unk hard in Orleans 
Street, run his adversary through in the duelling- 
([round at Slaughter-house Point, and danced and 
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qoftrrelled at the St. PhOippe-etreet- theatre qaadnxn 
balls. Even dow, with all his L'uurteB5 aud bounty, 
and a hospitality which aeemed to hd enlertaining 
angels, he was bitter-proud aud penuiioiis, and deep 
down in liis hard-finished heart loved DOtliiug bul him 
■elf, his name, and his moLherlcss childreL Bui 
these 1 — their ravishing beauty was ail but lixcnsf 
enough for the unbounded idolatry uf their father. 
Against these seven goddesses he never rebelled. 
Had they even required him to defraud old De 
Carlos — 

I can hardly say. 

Old De Carlos was his extremely distant relative on 
the Choctaw side. With this single exception, the 
narrow thread-like line of descent from the Indian 
irife, diminished to a mere strand by injudicioua alli- 
ances, and deaths in the gutters of old New Orleans. 
was extinct. The name, by Spanish (.ontact, had 
become De Carlos ; but this one sur^'iviug bearer of it 
was known to all, and knowu only, ns Tnjin Charlie. 

One thing I never knew a Creole ti. do. He will 
not utterly go back on the ties of blyoJ, do matter 
what sort of knots thoao ties may he. For one rea- 
son, he is never ashamed of his or hiu futher's sins ; 
and for another, — he will tell you — he is "all 
bearti" 

So the different heirs of the Da Charleu estate had 
always strictly regarded the rights and interests of the 
De Carloses, especially their ownei-ship of a block of 
dilapidated buildiugs in a pwt of (he city, whii^'h hai! 
once been very poor pioperty, bat was beginning to be 
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pRin&ble- Tliis block had mudi more than mainUtLed 
(he laet De Carlos through & long and lazy lifetiine, 
ftud, K8 his household consisted only of himself, aud 
an i^ed and crippled aegress, tbe tufeTcncu was irr^ 
aistihlG that he " had money." Old Chailio, though 
by alias an " Injin," was plainly a dark white maa, 
about as old as Colonel De Clmrleu, sunk in the bliu 
of deep ignorance, shrewd, deaf, and, by repute at 
least, unmerciful. 

The Colonel and he always conversed in Koglieh. 
This rare accompliahmeut, which the former had 
learned from his Scotch wife, — the latter from up- 
rtver traders, — they found an admirable medium of 
communication, answering, better than French could, a 
eimilar purpose to that of the stick which we fasten to 
the bit of one horse and breast'gear of another, where- 
by each kt^eps his distance. Once in a while, too, by 
way of jest, English found its way among the ladiea 
of Belles Demoiaellea, always signifying that theii 
aire was about to have business witli old Cliarlie, 

Now a long-standing wish to buy out CharUe troubled 
the Colonel. He had no desire to oust him unfairly ; 
he was proud of being always fair ; yet he did long to 
engrois the whole estate under one title. Out of his 
luxurious idleness he had conceived this desire, and 
thought little of so slight an obstacle as being already 
somewhat in debt to old Charlie for money borrowed, 
and for which Belles Demoiselle a was, of course, good, 
ten timi^a over. Lots, buildiugs. rents, all, might as well 
be his he thought, to give, beep, or destroy. "Had 
he hu. the old man's heritage. Ah I he r^Jifht bring 
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Out into exisl«nce which his beU£» demoiaeHea had 
been begging for, ' eince many years ; ' a home, — ftnd 
inch a home, — in the ga; city. Here be ebould tear 
down this row of cottages, and make his garden wall ; 
there that long rope-walk should give place to vine- 
coyered arbors ; the bakery yonder sliouid make way 
for a costly conservatory ; Uiat wine warehouse ehould 
come down, and the mansion go up. It should be the 
finest in the State. Men should never pass it, but they 
should say — ' the palace of the De Charleus ; a famfly 
of grand descent, a people of elegance and bountnf, a 
line as old as France, a fine old man, and seven daugh- 
ters as beautiful as happy; whoever dare attempt to 
marry there must leave his own name behind him I ' 

" The house should be of stones fitly set, brought 
down in ships from the land of ' Ics Yankees,' and it 
should have an airy belvedere, with a gilded image tip- 
toeing and shining on its peak, and from it you should 
see, far across the gleaming folds of the river, the red 
roof of Belles Demoiselles, the country-seat. At the 
big stone gate there should be a porter's lodge, and it 
should be a privilege oven to see the ground." 

Truly they were a family fine enough, and fancy- 
free enough to have fine wishes, yet happy enough 
where they wore, to have had no wish but to live there 
a. ways. 

To those, who, by whatever fortune, wandered into 
the garden of Belles Demoiselles some summer after- 
noon as the sky was reddening towards evening, it was 
lovely to Bee the family gathered out upon the tiled 
pftvement at the foot of tho broad front at^ia, gftylf 
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chatting and jesting, with that ripple of laughter that 
comes BO pleasingly from a bevy of girls. The father 
would be found seated in their midst, the centre of 
attention and compliment, witness, arbiter, umpire, 
critic, by his beautiful children'B unanimous appoint- 
ment, but the single vassal, too, of seven absolute 
sovereigns, 

Now they would draw their chairs near together in 
eager discussion of some new step in the dance, or the 
adjustment of some rich adornment. Now they would 
start about him with excited comments to see the 
eldest fix a bunch of violets iu his button-hole. Novr 
the twins would move down a walk after some unusual 
flower, and be greeted on their return with the high 
pitched notes of delighted feminine surprise. 

Aa evening came on they would draw more quietly 
about their paternal centre. Often their chairs were 
forsaken, and they grouped themselves on the lower 
steps, one above another, and surrendered themselves 
to the tender influences of the approaching night. At 
such an hour the passer on the river, already attracted 
by the dark figures of the broad-roofed mansion, and 
its woody garden standing agajnst the glowing sunset, 
would hear the voices of the bidden group rise from 
the spot in the soft harmonies of an evening song ; 
swelling clearer and clearer as the thrill of music 
wanned them into feeling, and presently joined by the 
deeper tones of the father's Toice ; then, as the day- 
light passed quite away, all would be still, and h© 
vonld know that the beautiful home had gathered iti 
nestliiiga under its win^ 
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And yet, for mere vsgarj, it pleased them not to be 
pleased. 

" Arti I " called one sister to another in the broad 
hall, one morning, — mock amazement in her distended 
eyes, — "something is goin' to took place! " 

" Comm-e-n-t f" — long-dratrn perplex!^. 

" Papa is goin' to town ! " 

The news passed up stairs. 

''Innol" — one to another mcetltig in a doorway, 
— " BomettuDg la goin' to took place 1 " 

" Qu'est-ce-qve c'est !" — vain attempt at gruffnesa. 

" Papa is goin' to town ! " 

The unusnal tidinga were true. It was afternoon of 
the same day that the Colonel tossed bis horse's bridle 
to his groom, and stepped up to old Charlie, who was 
sitting on his bench under a China-tree, his head 
as was his fashion, bound in a Madras handkerchief 
The " old man " was plainly under the effect of spirits 
and smiled a deferential salutation without trusting 
himself to bis feet. 

" Eh, well Charlie ! " —the Colonel raised his voice 
to Bait hie kinsman's deafness, — " how is those times 
with my friend Charlie ? ' ' 

"Eh?" said Charlie, distractedly. 

" Is that goin' well with my friend Charlie? " 

"Indehonse, — call her," — making a pretence c* 
rialng. 

" Jfon, nont I don't want," — the speaker panaed 
to breathe — "ow is collectioB?" 

" Oh I " said Charlie, " eveiy day be make me mon 
power!" 
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*' What do you haekforit?" uked the planter in- 
iifferantly, designating the bouse by a wave of hia 
whip. 

" Aak for w'at? " said Injin Cfaailie. 

"De house I What yoii ask for it?" 

" I don't believe." said Charlie. 

" What you would take for it 1 " cried the plaobT. 

"Wait for w'at?" 

"What yoo wonld take for the whole block?" 

" I don't want to Bell him I " 

" I'll give yon ten thousand doUah for it." 

" Ten t'oneand dollah for dis house? Oh, no, dat ia 
no price. He is blame good old house, — dat old 
house. " (Old Charlie and the Colonel never swore in 
presence of each other.) " Forty years dat old house 
didn't had to be paint ! I easy can get fifty t'onsand 
dollah for dat old house. " 

" Fifty thousand picaynnea ; yes," said the Colonel. 

"She's a good house. Can make plenty money," 
pursued the deaf man. 

"That's what make you so rich, eh, Charlie?" 

"^on, I don't make nothing. Too btame clever, 
me, dst's de troub'. She's a good house, — make 
money fast tike a steamboat, — make a barrel full in a 
weekl Me, I loae money all de days. Too blame 
clever." 

"Charlie!" 



" Tell me what yon'll take." 
" Make 7 I don't make twthing. 
dcrer." 
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" What will yon (oftel " 
" Oh I I got enoagb alrewly, — half drank now." 
" Wliat will you take for the 'ouse?" 
" Ton want to buy her ? " 

"I don't know," — (Bhrog), — "mayft«, — if yoo 
Mil it cheap." 
** She's a bully old hoaee." 
There was a long sOence. By and by old Charlla 



" Old Injin Charlie is a low-^own dog." 

" (Tett vrai,ouil" retorted the Colonel in an under- 
tone. 

" He's got InJin blood in him.*' 

The Colonel nodded assent. 

"But he's got some blame good blood, too, ain't 
It?" 

The Colonel nodded impatiently. 

"Bfen/ Old Charlie's Injin blood says, 'sell de 
house, Charlie, you blame old fool 1 ' Mai», old Char- 
lie's good blood says, ' Charlie ! if you sell dat old 
honse, Charlie, you low-down old dog, Charlie, what 
de Compte De Charlen make for you grace-gran'- 
mu£zer, de dev' can eat yon, Charlie. I don't care.' " 

" Bat yon'll aell it anyhow, won't you, old man? " 

" No I " And the no rumbled off in muttered oatha 
tike thunder out on the Gulf. The incensed old 
Colonel wheeled and started oft. 

"Curl I" (Colonel) said Charlie, standing up ob- 
steadily. 

The planter turned with an inquiring frown. 

"I'll trade with you I " said Cbariie. 



BMLLE/i DEMtihSEljLES PLANTATION. 181 

ITw Colonel waa tempted. " 'Ow'l yon tradef" 
he Msked. 

" My house for youn I " 

The old Colonel tamed pale with anger. He walked 
«ry qnlckly back, and came close up to Wb kinsman. 

" Charlie I " he said. 

"Injin Charlie," — with a tipsy nod. 

Bat by this time self-control was returning. " Sell 
Belles Demoiselles to yon?" he said in a high key, 
and then laughed "Ho, ho, ho I " and rode away. 

A cloud, but not a dark one, overshadowed the 
spirits of Belles Demoiselles' plantation. The old 
master, whose beaming presenoe had always made him 
a sbining Satnm, spinning and sparkling within the 
bright circle of his daughters, fell into musing fits, 
started out of frowning reveries, walked often by him- 
self, and heard bnsiness from his overseer fretfully. 

No wonder. The daughters knew his closeness in 
trade, and attributed to it his failure to negotiate for 
the Old Ciiarlie buildings, — bo to call them. They 
began to depreciate Belles DemoiseUes. If a north 
wind blew, it was too cold to ride. If a shower had 
fallen, it was too muddy to drive. In the morning the 
garden was wet. In the evening the grasshopper was 
a burden. Ennui was turned Into capital; every 
headache was interpreted a premonition of ^ue ; and 
when the native exuberance of a flock of ladies with- 
out a want or a care burst out in laughter in the 
father's face, they spread their French eyes, roUed uf 
their little buida, and with rigid wrists and mock vehe- 
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■eoce vowed snd TOwed again that they only Isoghed 
»t tbeir misery, and should pine to death unless the; 
ix>uld moT« to the sweet cit^. "Ohl the theatre 1 
Oh t OrleauB Street I Oh I the masqaerade ! the 
Flkce d'AimeB I the ball!" and they would call upon 
Heaven with French irreverence, and fall into each 
other's anna, and whirl down the ball Binging a waltz, 
end with a grand collision and fall, and, their eyes 
streaming merriment, l&y the blame on the Btippery 
floor, that would some day be the death of the whole 

Three ttmes more tbe fond father, thus goaded, 
minaged, by accident, — business accident, — to see 
old Charlie and increase his offer; but in vain. He 
Dnally went to turn formally. 

^'Eh?" said the deaf and distant relative. "For 
what jou want him, eh? Why you don't stay where 
yon halways be 'appy? Die is a blame old rat-hole, — 
good for old Injin Charlie, — da'a all. Why yon 
don't stay where yon be halways 'appy ? Why you don't 
bny somewheres else? " 

'■That's none of your business," snapped the 
planter. Truth was, his reasons were unsatisfactoiy 
eves to himself. 

A sullen silence followed. Then Charlie spcbe ; 

" Well, now, look here ; I sell you old Chuiie'i 
hoose." 

" BienI and the whole block," said the Colonel. 

'*Ho(d on," said Charlie. "I sell yon de 'oom 
Mid de block. Den I go and git drunk, and go to 
■iMp ; de der' comes along and says, ' Charlie I old 
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Charlie, ^u blame low-down old dog, wake ap I What 
you doiu' here? Where's de 'ouee what MoDsienr le 
Compte give your grace-gran-muzzer? Don't you bm 
dat Sne geulyman, De Cfaarleu, douc goes and ton 
hiiD down and make hhn over new, you blame old fool, 
Charlie, you low-down old Injin dog ! ' " 

" I'll giye yon for^ thousand doll&rB," said Um 
Colonel 

" Forde 'onae?" 

"For ail." 

The deaf man shook hie head. 

" Forty-five ! " said the Colonel. 

"What a lie? For what you t«ll roe 'What a lie?" 
\ don't tell you no lie." 

" Non, non! I give yon forty-Jive! ' shouted tha 
Colonel. 

Charlie shook his head again. 

"Fifty!" 

He shook it ^ain. 

The figures rose and rose to — 

" Seventy -five ! " 

The answer was an invitation to go away and let the 
owner aluue, as he was, iu certain s]:eciflcd respects, 
the vilest of living creatures, and no oom|>any for a 
fine gentymau. 

The "fine gentyman" lotted to blaspheme, — bnt 
before old Charlie 1 — in the name of pride, how OOuW 
he? He mounted and started away. 

" Tell yon what I'U make wid you," said Chariie 

The other, guessing aright, turned back without dis 
mounting, smiling. 
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"How mueli Belles DemoiBelles lioes me now!' 
asked the deaf one. 

"One hundred and eighty thouBftnd dollars," aaid 
the Colonel, firmly. 

" Yasa," said Charlie. " I don't want Belles De- 
moiselles. " 

The old Colonel's quiet laugh intimated it made no 
difference either way. 

"But me" continued Charlie, "me, — I'm got le 
Compte De Charleu'a blood in me, any'ow, — a litt' 
bit, any'ow, ain't it ? " 

The Colonel nodded that it was. 

" Bien ! If I go out of dis place and don't go to 
Belles Demoiselles, de peoples will say, — dey will 
say, ' Old Charlie he be«n all doze time tell a blame 
lie f He ain't no kin to bis old grace -gran -muzzer, 
not a blame bit 1 He don't got nary drop of De 
Charleu blood to save bis blame low-down old Injin 
soul!' No, Bare! What I want wid money, denf 
No, sare ! My place for yours ! " 

He turned to go into the bouse, just too soon to see 
the Colonel make an ugly whisk at him with bis riding- 
whip. Then the Colonel, too, moved off. 

Two or three times over, as he ambled homeward, 
laughter broke through bis annoyance, as he recalled 
old CbarUe's family pride and the presumption of bis 
offer. Yet each time he could but think better of — 
not the offer to swap, but the prepoBterous ancestral 
loyalty. It was so much better than be could have 
expected from his "low-down" relative, and not un- 
like bis own whim withal — the proposition which went 
with it was forgiyen. 



BELLES DKHOiaSLLES PLANTATION. 185 

This l&st defeat bore bo harshly od the maater of 
Belles Demoiselles, that the daughters, reading chagriD 
m his face, began to repent. They loved their father 
as daughters can, and when they saw tbeir pretended 
dejection harassing Mm seriouely they restrained their 
oomplaintB, displayed more than ordinary tenderness, 
and heroically and ostentatiously concluded there was 
no place like Belles DemoiselleB. But the new mood 
touched him more than the old, and only refined Ma 
difioontent. Here was a man, rich without the care of 
riches, free from any real trouble, happiness as native 
to his house as perfume to his garden, deliberately, as 
it wore with premeditated malice, taking ]oy by the 
shoulder and bidding her be gone to town, whither he 
might easily have followed, only that the very same 
ancestral nonsense that kept Injin CharUe from selling 
the old place for twice its value prevented him from 
cbooaing any other Bpot for a city home. 

But by and by the chann of nature and the merry 
hearts around him prevailed ; the fit of exalted eolks 
passed off, and after a while the year flared up at 
Christmas, flickered, and went out. 

New Year came and passed ; the lieautif ul garden of 
Belles Demoiselles put on its spring attire ; the seven 
fair sisters moved from rose to rose ; the cloud of dis- 
content had warmed into invisible vapor in the rich 
sunlight of famify affection, and on the common mem- 
ory the only scar of last year's wound wae old Charlie's 
nheer impertinence in crossing the caprice of the Do 
Charleus. The cup of gladneas s»emed to Sll with tb« 
filling of the rivet. 
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How higli that river vras I Its tremfrndoui cnrreDt 
rolled and tumbled and Bpun along, hustling the long 
funeral flotillas of drift, — and how near shore it 
came I Men were out day and night, watching the 
levee. On windy nighta even the old Colonel took 
part, and grew light-hearted with occupation and ex- 
citement, as every minute the river threw a white arm 
over the levee's top, as though it would vault over. 
But all held faat, and, as the summer drifted in, the 
water sunk down into its banks and looked quite 
incapable of harm. 

On a summer afternoon of uncommon mUdneas, old 
Colonel Jean Albert Henri Joseph De Charleu-Mai-ot, 
being in a mood for revery, slipped the custody of hia 
feminine rulers and sought the crown of the levee, 
where it was Ms wont to promenade. Presently he 
sat upon a stone benchi-^a favorite seat. Before 
him lay hia broad-spi-ead fields ; near by, his lordly 
mansion ; and being still,— perhaps by female con- 
tact, — somewhat sentimental, he fell to musing on his 
past. It was hardly worthy to be proud of. All its 
morning was reddened ivith mad frolic, and far toward 
the meridian it was marred with elegant rioting. Pride 
had kept him well-nigh useless, and despised the hon- 
ors won by valor ; gaming had dimmed prosperity ; 
death had taken his heavenly wife ; voluptuous ease 
had mortgaged hia lands ; and yet his house still stood, 
his sweet -smelling fields were still fruitful, his name 
was fame enough ; aud yonder and yonder, among the 
trees and flowers, like angels walking in Eden, were 
the seren goddesses of his only worship. 
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Jaat then a slight soand bohind him brought him to 
niB feet. He cast hia ejee anxiously to the outer edge 
of the little strip of bank between the levee's base and 
the river. There was nothing visible. He paused, 
with his ear toward the water, bia face full of fright- 
ened expectation. Ha I There came a single plash- 
ing sound, like some great beast slipping into the rivei, 
and little waves in a wide semi-circle came out froni 
under the bank and spread over the water ! 

" My God I " 

He plunged down the lev«e and bounded through 
the low weeds to the edge of Hie bank. It was sheer, 
and the water about four feet below. He did not 
stand quite on the edge, but fell upon his knees a 
couple of yards away, wringing his hands, moanii^ 
and weeping, and staring through bis watery eyes at a 
fine, long crevice }ust discernible under the matted 
grass, and carving oatward on either hand toward th« 
river. 

"My God I" he sobbed aloud; "my God I" and 
even while he called, his God answered : the tough 
Bermuda grass stretched and snapped, the crevice 
slowly became a gape, and softly, gradually, with no 
sound but the closing of the water at last, a ton or 
more of earth settled into the boiling eddy and dis- 
appeared. 

i.t tlie same instant a pulse of the breeze brought 
from the garden behind, the joyous, thoughtless laogh 
ter of the fair mistresses of Belles Demoiselles. 

The old Colonel sprang up and clambered over the 
levee. Then forcing himself to a more oompOMd 
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tnoTement be hastened into the house ani3 ordered 
his horse. 

" Tell my children to make merry while I am gone,'" 
he left word, " I ahall be back to-night," and the 
horse's hoofs clattered down a by-road leading to the 
city. 

" Charlie,'" said the planter, riding up to a window, 
from which the old man's nightcap was thrust out, 
"what you say, Charlie, — my house for yours, eh, 
Charlie — what you say?" 

" Ello ! " said Charlie ; " from where you come from 
die time of to-night ? " 

" I come from the Exchange in St. Louis Street" 
(A small fraction of the truth.) 

" What you want 7 " Baid matter-of-&ct OhaHie. 

"I come to trade." 

The low-down relative drew the worsted off hiB 
ears. " Oh I yass," he said with an uncertain air. 

"Well, old man Charlie, what you soy : my house 
for yours, — like you said, — eh, Charlie ? " 

"I dunno," said Charlie; "it's nearly mine now. 
Why you don't stay dare youse'f ? " 

" Because 7 don't want f " said the Colonel savagely. 
" Is dat reason enough for you ? You better take me 
in de notion, old man, I tell you,— yes I " 

Charlie never winced ; but how his answer delighted 
the Colonel ! Quoth Charlie : 

"X don't care — I take him I — mai», possession 
give right oft" 

"Not the whole plantation, Charlie ; only" — 

" I don't care," said Charlie ; " we easy can 6i dat 
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KoM, what for 50a don't wuit to keep bimT I doa't 

mnthim. Tou better kcej him." 

" Don't yoQ tiy to make do fool of me, old bmb," 
cried tin pUnter. 

"Oh, do!" said Uie other. "Oh, do! but 70a 
make a fool of yourself, ain't it? " 

The dumbfouDded Colonel stared ; Charlie went on t 

" Taaa ! Belles Demoiselles is more wort' dan tree 
block like die one. I pass by dare since two weeki. 
Oh, pritty Belles DemolBellea I De cane was wave In 
de wind, de garden smeU like & bouquet, de white-cap 
was Jnmp up and down oa de river ; seTcn bellea 
demoiieUea was ridio' on liorses. 'Pritty, pritty, 
pritty ! ' says old Charlie. Ah 1 Montiettr te p*«, 'ow 
'appy, 'appy, 'appyl" 

"Tass!" he continued — the Colonel stiU staring 
— "le Compte De Charleu have two familie. One 
was low-down Choctaw, one was high up nobUsM. 
He gave the low-down Choctaw dis old rat-hole ; he 
give Belles Demoiselles to yon gran-foszer ; and now 
you don't be satisfait. What I'll do wid Belles Demoi- 
selles? She'll break me in two years, yans. And 
what you'll do wid old Charlie's bouse, eh? Ton'U 
tear her down aud make you'se'f a blame old fool. I 
rather wouldn't trade I " 

The planter caught a bi^ breathful of anger, bnt 
Charlie went straight on : 

"I rather wouldn't, Toait I will do it for you; — 
nst the same, like Monsiear Le Compie would say, 
-Charlie, yoo old foci, I want to shange hooaen wid 
yon.' " 
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So long as the Colonel snspected irony he n>s ai^^, 
bat KB Charlie seemed, after all, to be certainly !■ 
earnest, he began to feel conscience-stricken. He was 
by no means a tender man, but his lately-discovered 
misfortune had unhinged him, and this strange, un- 
deserved, disinterested family feal^ on the part of 
Chaiiie touched his heart. And should he still try to 
lead him into the pitfall he hod dug P lie hesitated ; 
— no, he would show him the place by broad daylight, 
and if he chose to overlook the "caving bank," il 
would be hia own fault ; — a trade's a trade. 

"Come," said the plajiter, "come at my house to- 
night ; to-morrow we look at the place before break- 
fast, and finish the trade." 

" For what? " said Charlie. 

" Oh, because I got to cone in town in the mom- 



" I don't want," said Charlie. " How I'm goin' to 
come dere? " 

" I git you a horse at llie liberty stable." 

"Well — anyhow — I don't care — I'll go." And 
they went. 

When they had riddea a long time, and were or the 
load darkened by hedges of Cherokee rose, the Colonel 
called behind hun to the ' ' low-down " sdon : 

*' Keep the road, old man." 



"Keep the road." 

*' Oh, yes ; all right ; I keep my word ; we don't goU 
to play no tricks, eh?" 
But the Colonel seemed not to hear. His angen» 



BELLES DEMI. IHELLE^ PLANTATIOlf. 141 



rouB design waa begiuniug to be hateful to him. Not 
only old Charlie's unprOTokecl goodness was prevul- 
ing ; the eulogy on Belles DemoiseUes had stirred the 
depths of fin intense love for his beautiful home. True, 
if he held to it, the caving of the bank, at its present 
(earfol speed, would let the honse into the river within 
three months ; but were it not better to lose It so, than 
sell his birthright? Again, — coming back to the first 
thought, — to betray his own blood I It was only Injin 
GbarUe ; but had not the De Chorleu blood Just spoken 
out in him? Unconsciously iie groaned. 

After a time tlicy struck a path approaching the 
plantation in the rear, and a little after, passing from 
behind a clump of live-oalis, they csme in sight of the 
villa. It looked so like a gem, shining through its 
dark grove, so like a great glow-worm in the dense 
foliage, so significant of luxury and gayety, that the 
poor master, from an overflowing heart, groaned again. 

"What?" asked Charlie. 

The Colonel only drew his rein, and, dismounting 
mechanically, contemplated the sight before him. The 
high, arched doom and windows were thrown wide t« 
the summer air ; from every opening the bright tight 
of numeroQB candelabra darted out upon the sparkling 
Colii^e of magnolia and bay, and here and there in 
the spacious verandas a coloied lantern swayed in the 
gentle breeze. A souad of r«vel fell on tiie ear, the 
mnaic of harps ; and across one window, brightei 
tlian the rest, flitted, once or twice, the shadows ol 
dancers. But oh I the shadows flitting across tlu 
heart of the fair mansion's master I 
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"Old Charlie," said he, gazing fondly wX Ub houM, 
"Tod and me b both old, eh? " 

"Tftas," sud the stolid Charlie. 

"And we has both been bad enough In our tins, 
rii, Charlie?" 

Charlie, surprised at the tender tone, repeated 
" faas." 

"And you and me is mighty close?" 

"Blame close, ;aas." 

" Bat ;ou never know me to ofaeat, old man I " 

'* No," — impasBiTely. 

" And do you ttunk I would cheat you now?" 

" 1 dunno," said Charlie. " I don't believe." 

"Well, old man, old man," — his voice began to 
cioiver, — "I aha'n't clieat you now. My God! — 
old man, I tell yoo — you better not make the 
trade!" 

" Because for what? " asked Charlie in plain anger ; 
but both looked quickly toward the house I The 
Colonel tossed hie hands wildly in the air, rushed for- 
ward a step or two, and giving one fearful scream of 
agony and fright, fell forward on his face in the 
path. Old Charlie stood transfixed with horror. Belles 
Demoiselles, the realm of maiden beauty, the home of 
merriment, the house of dancing, all in the tremor 
and glow of pleasure, suddenly sunk, with oie short, 
wild wail of terror — sunk, sunk, down, down, down, 
into the mercileM, nnfathomable Hood of the Missia- 
•tppi. 

Twelve long months were midnight to the mind of 
die childless father ; when they were only half gore, 
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he took his bed ; and every day, and every night, old 
CharUe, the ^' low-down," the " fool," watched Ub 
tenderly, tended him lovingly, for the sake of hia 
name, his miefortunes, and his broken heart. N« 
woman's step crossed the floor of the sick-chamber, 
whsse western dormer-windows overpeered the dingy 
architectore of old Charlie's block ; Charlie and a 
Bkilled physician, the one all interest, the other all 
genUeaesB, hope, and patieace — these only entered 
by the door; bnt by the window came in a sweet- 
scented evergreen vine, transplanted from the catiag 
bank of fielles Demoiselles. It cat^ht the rays of 
■onset in its flowery net and let then softly in npon 
the sick man's bed ; gathered the glancing beams of 
<be mooD at midnight, and often wakened the sleeper 
to look, with his mindless eyes, upon their pretty sil- 
ver fragments etrewn upon the floor. 

By and by there seemed — there was — a twinkling 
dawn of retorning reason. Slowly, peacefully, with- 
an increase onseen from day to day, the light of 
reason came into the eyes, and speedi became cohe- 
rent ; but withal there came a failing of the wrecked 
body, and the doctor said that monsieur was both 
better and worse. 

One evening, as Charlie sat by the vine-clad win- 
dow with his firetess pipe in his hand, the old Colonel's 
eyes feU full upon his own, and rested there. 

"Charl — ," he eaid with an eQort, and his delighted 
anme hastened to the bedside and bowed his beet ear. 
There was an unsuccessful effort or two, a^d then he 
whiapened, smiling with sweet sadness, — 
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" We didn't trade." 

Ilie truth, in thiB case, was a secondary nuittei 
to Charlie ; the main point was to give a pleMdng 
answer. So he nodded his head decidedly, a« 
who ahonld say — "Oh yes, we did, it was a bona* 
fide swap! " but when lie saw the smile vanish, he 
tried the other expedient and shook his head with 
still more vigor, to signify that they had not so 
anch as approached a bargain ; and the amile re- 
tomed. 

Charlie wanted to see the vine rec<^nized. He 
stepped backward to the window with a broad smile, 
shook the foliage, nodded and looked smart. 

"I know," said the Colonel, with beaming eyes, 
" — man; weeks." 

The next day — 

"Charl — " 

The best ear went down. 

" Send for a priest." 

The priest came, and was alone with him a whole 
afternoon. When ho left, the patient was very hag- 
gard and exhausted, but smiled and would not sufFor 
the crucifix to be removed from his breast. 

One more morning came. Joat before dawn Char- 
lie, lying on a pallet ia tihe room, thoi^ht he was 
called, and came to the bedside. 

"Old man," whispered the failing invalid, "ia it 
caving yet?" 

Charlie nodded. 

" It won't pay you out." 
'Oh, dat makes not'ing," said Clwrlie. Two big 
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tears rolled down his brown face. *^Dat makM 
nofin." 

The Colonel whispered once more : 

^^ Mea belles demokeUea I in paradise; — in fhe gar- 
den — I shall be with them at sonrise;'' and m H 
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To Jnles St.-Ai^e — elegant littl« hratben — tfaen 
yet remained &t manhood a remembrance of having 
been to school, and of having been taught by a stony- 
headed Capuchin that the world is round — for ex- 
ample, like a cheeae. This round world ia a cheese to 
be eaten throogh, and Jules bad nibbled quite into his 
cheese-world already at twenty-two. 

He realized this aa he idled abont one Sunday morn- 
ing where the intersection of Boyal and Conti Streets 
some seventy years ago formed a central comer of 
New Orleans. Yes, yea, the trouble was he had been 
wasteful and honest. He discussed the matter with 
that faithful friend and confidant, Baptiste, his yellow 
body-servant. They concluded that, papa's patience 
and tante'e pin-money having been gnawed away quite 
to the rind, there were left o[)en only tliese few eatily- 
ennmerated reaorts: to go to work — they shnddered ; 
to join Major Innerarity's filibuatering expedition ; or 
else — why not? — to try some games of confldencs. 
At twenty-two one muat begin to be something. Notti- 
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ing else tempted ; could that avail ? One could but 
try. It IB noble to try ; aud, besides, they were huEt- 
gry. If one could "make the friendship" of some 
person from the country, for instance, with money, 
cot espert at cards or dice, hut, as one would say, 
willing to learn, one might find cause to say some 
"Hail Marys." 

The Bun broke through a clearing sky, and Baptiste 
pronounced it good for luck. There had been a hurri- 
cane in the night. The weed-grown tile-roofs were 
still dripping, and from lofty brit'k and low adobe 
walls a rising steam responded to the summer sun- 
light. Up-etreet. and across the Eue du Canal, one 
could get glimpses of th* gardens in Faubourg Ste.- 
Marie standing in silent wretchedness, so many tearful 
Lucretias, tattered victims of the storm. Short rem- 
nants of the wind now an d then came down the narrow 
street in erratic puffs heavily laden with odors of 
broken boughs and torn flowers, skimmed the little 
pools of rain-water in the deep ruts of the unpaved 
street, and suddenly went away to nothing, like s 
juggler's butterflies or a young man's money. 

It was veiy picturesque, the Eue Eoyale. The rich 
and poor met together. The locksmith's swinging key 
creaked next door to the bank ; across the way, 
crouching, mendicant-like, in theshadow of a great im- 
porting-house, was the mud laboratory of the mender 
of broken combs. Light balconies overhung the rows 
of ahowy shops and stores open for trade this Sunday 
morning, and pretty Latin faces of the higher class 
glanced over their savagely- pronged railings upon the 
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passers below. At some windows hung lace cnrtaina, 
fluinel duds at some, and Rt others only the scraping 
•nd sighing oae-hinged shutter groaaing toward Paris 
after its oeglectful master. 

M. St.-Ange stood looking up and down the street 
for nearly an hour. Bnt few ladles, only the inveter 
ate masB-goers, were out. About the entrance of the 
frequent cafes the masculiae gentility stood leaning on 
canes, with which now one and now another beckoned 
to Jules, some even adding pantomimic hints of the 
social cnp. 

M. St.-Ange remarked to his servant without tam- 
ing his head that somehow he felt sore he should soon 
retaro those bona that the mulatto had lent him. 

"What will you do with themF" 

" Me I " said Baptiste, qaickly ; " I will go and see 
tLe ball-fight in the Place Congo." 

"There is to be a bull-fight? But where is M. 
Cayetanof " 

" Ah, got all his affairs wet in the tornado. Instead 
of his circus, they are to liave a bnll-flght — not an 
ordinary bull-fight with sick horses, but a buSalo-and- 
tiger fight. I would not miss it " — 

Two or three persons ran to the opposite comer, and 
oommenced striking at something with their canes. 
Others followed. Can M. St.-Ange and servant, who 
hasten forward — can the Creoles, Cubans, Spaniards, 
8an Domingo refugees, and other loungers — can they 
hope it is a fight ? They huny forward. Is a man in a 

? The crowd pours in from the side-streeta. Have 

ly Ullsd a so-long snake? Bareheaded ahopnea 
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leave their wivea, who Btacd upon chaira. The crowd 
hnddles and packs. Those on the outside make littU 
leaps into the air, trying to be toll. 

"What is the matter?" 

" Have they caught a real live rat? " 

" Who is hurt ? ' ' asks some one la English. 

'^ Permnne," replies a shopkeeper; "a man's hat 
blow' in the gutter ; but he has it now. Jules pick' 
it. See, that is the man, head and shoulders on top 
the res'." 

" He in the homespun? " asks a second shopkeeper. 
"Humph! an Amiricain — a West-FloridiaD ; 1»hl" 

"But wait; 'sti he is speaking ; listen I" 

"To who is he speak ?" 

"Sh-sh-sbl to Jules." 

"Jules who?" 

" Silence, yon I To Jules St.-Aiige, what howe dm 
a bill since long time. Sb-sh-sh ! " 

Then the voice was heard. 

Its owner was a man of giant stature, with a slight 
stoop in his shoulders, as if he was making a constant, 
good-natured attempt to accommodate himself to ordi- 
nary doors and ceilings. His bones were those of an 
ox. His face was marked more by weather than age, 
and his narrow brow was bald and smooth. He had 
instantaneously formed an opinion of Jutes St.-Ange, 
and the multitude of words, most of them lingual 
curiosities, with which he was rasping the wide-open 
ears of hia listeners, signUled, in short, that, as sure 
as hie name was Parson Jones, tlie little Creole was • 
' plum gentlemaa." 
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U. St.-Ange bowed and smiled, and was abont to 
call atteotioa, by botb gesture and speech, to a Biogu- 
lar object on top ol the still uncovered head, when thfl 
nervous motion of the Am.6rica.in aulicipatod him, as, 
thrcwing up an immenBe hand, he drew down a large 
roll of baofe-noten. The crowd laughed, Ihe West- 
Floridian joiuiug, and began to disperee. 

"Why, that money beloogs to Smymy Church," 
said the giant. 

"Yon are very dengeroas to naake your money 
expose like that, Misty Posson Jone'," said St.'Ang«, 
counting it with his eyes. 

The countryman gave a Start and smile of suT* 
prise. 

"How d'dyou know my name waa Jones?" he 
asked ; but, without pausing for the Creole's answer, 
furnished in his reckless way some further specimeni 
of West- Florid iau English ; and the conciseness with 
which he presented full intelligence of bis home, 
Tamily, calling, lodging-bouse, and present and fbture 
plans, might have passed for consimimatc art, had it 
not been the most run-wild nature. '' And I've done 
been to Mobile, you know, on business for Betheady 
Church. It's the on'yest time I ever been from home; 
DOW you wouldn't of believed tJiat, would you? Bat 
I admire to have saw yon, that's so. You've got to 
come and eat with me. Me and my boy ain't been 
fed yit. What might one call yo' name? JoolsT 
Come on, Jools. Come on. Colossus, lliat's my 
B^gab — his name's Colossus of Rhodes. Is that yo' 
jftlUh boy, Jools? Fetch him aU>ng, Coloenu. It 
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BMms like & apecial providence. — JooIb, do y hi beiien 
in a special providence? " 

Jules said he did. 

Tlie new-made friends moved briskly off, followed 
by Baptiste and a sliort) square, old negro, veiy black 
and grotesque, wlio had introduced himself to the 
mulatto, with many giitbering and cavernous smiles, 
as " d'bodj-sflrvant of d'Rev'n' Mr. Jones." 

Both pairs enlivened their walk with conversatioB. 
Parson Jones descanted upon the doctrine he had men- 
tioned, as illustrated in the perplexities of cotton-grow- 
ing, and concluded that there would always be " a 
special providence again' cotton untoll folks quits a- 
pressin' of it and haulin' of it on Sundays ! " 

" Je dis," said St.-Ange, in response, " I thing yon 
is Jnz right. I believe, me, stroog-strong in the im 
providence, yes. Tou know my papa he hown a 
BOgab- plantation, you know. ' Jnles, me son,' he say 
one time to me, ' I goin' to make one baril sngah to 
fedge the moze high price in New Orleans.' Well, he 
take his bez baril sugah — I nevah see a so careftil man 
tike me papa always to make a bo beautiful sugah et 
tirop. 'Jules, go at Father Pierre an' ged this lill 
pitcher fill with holy- water, an' tell him sen' his tin 
bucket, and I will mike it fill with guitte.' I ged the 
holy-water; my papa sprinkle it over the baril, an' 
■ake one cross on the 'ead of the baril." 

" Why, Jools," said Par>iin Jones, " that didn't do 
■ogood." 

" Din do no good ! Id bioughd the so great valne .' 
Ton can striko me dead if thad baril sngah din fedgs 



•POSBON JOSS'." 



lU 



the more high coet fluui hay other in the city. Pare*- 
qtte, ihe man what tm; thi.t baril Bug&b be malra • 
mistake of one hundred pound" — falling back— 
" JfoM certainlee I " 

" And ;on think that was growin' oat of the boty- 
water?" asked the parson. 

"Meat, what could moke it else? Id cooldnotbe 
Sk qvitte, becaase my papa keep the backet, an' f<s- 
get to sen' the qaiite to Fath«r IHerre." 

Parson Joaea was disappointed. 

" Well, now, Jools, you know, I don't think that 
was right. I reckon you mast be a plum Catholic." 

U. St.-Ange sbrugged. He would not deny his 
faith. 

" I am a Catholique, mats " — brightening as he 
hoped to recommend himself anew — "not a good 



"Well, yoo know," said Jonee — "where's CoIob- 
•ns? Oh! all right. CoIosbdb strayed off a minute 
in Mobile, and I plum lost Mm for two days. Here's 
the place ; come in. Colossus and this boy can go to 
the kitchen. — Now, Cotossns, what air yon a-beck- 
onin' at me faw?" 

He let his servant draw him aside and address him 
in a whisper. 

"Oh, go 'way!" said the parson with a Jerk, 
" Who's g>in' to throw me? What? Speak louder. 
Why, Colossus, yoQ shayn't talk so, saw. 'Pon mj 
•otU, you're the mightiest fool I ever taken apwith. 
Jest you go down that alloy-way ^th this yalla boy, 
and d^'t show yo' face uateU yo' called 1 " 
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The negro begged ; the maBter wrathily insisted. 

" CulofisoB, Trill you do e£ I teU you, or shell 1 bev 
to ■trUce you, saw? " 

"O Mahs Jimmy, I — I's gwine; bnl " — he ven- 
tured nearer — "don't on no account drink nothin', 
Mahs Jimmy." 

Such was the negro's earnestness that he put one 
foot in the gutter, and fell heavily against his master. 
The parson tlirew him oft augrOy. 

" Thar, now 1 Why, Coloasns, you most of been 
doatcd with Bumtliin' ; yo' plum crazy. — Humph, 
come on, Joots, let'a eat ! Humph ! to tell me that 
when I never taken a drop, exceptln' for chills, in my 
life — which he knows so as well as me I " 

The two masters began to ascend a stair. 

^^ Mais, he is a sassy; I would sell him, me," said 
the young Creole. 

"No, I wouldn't do that," replied the parson; 
" though there is people a Bethesdy who says he is a 
rascal. He's a powerful smart fool. Why, that boy's 
got money, Jools ; more naoney than religion, I reckon- 
I'm shore he fallen into mighty bad company" — they 
passed beyond earshot. 

Baptiste and Colossus, instead of going to the tavern 
kitchen, passed to the next door and entered the daiL 
rear comer of a low grocery, where, the law notwHh- 
■luiding, liquor was covertly sold to slaves. There, 
In the quiet company of Baptiste and the grocer, the 
colloquial powers of Colossus, which were simply pro- 
di^rious, began very soon to show themselves. 

" For whiist," said he, " Mahs Jimmy ha« eddica- 
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Hon, yoa know — whilst he has eddicalioo, I has 'sere- 
tion. He has eddication and I has 'scretioa, an' so 
we gilB along," 

He drew a black bottle down the counter, and, lay- 
ing half his length upon the damp board, oontinned : 

"As a p'incipie I discredits de imbimin' of awjna 
liquors. De imbimin' of awjus liquors, de wiolut^n 
of du Sabbaf, de playln' of de fiddle, and de nsin' of 
bj-words, dey is de fo' sins of de conscience ; an' if 
any man sin de fo' sins of de conscience, de debble 
done sharp his fork fo' dat man. — Ain't that so, 
boaa?" 

The grocer was snre It was so. 

"NeberdelesB, mind you" — here the orator brimmed 
his glass from the bottle and swallowed the contents 
with a dry eye — " mind you, a roytious n»an, seoh as 
ministers of de gospel and dere body-sarrants, can 
take a leetle for dc weak stomach." 

But the fascinations of Colossus's eloquence ukual 
not mislead us ; this is the story of a true Christian ; 
to wit, Parson Jones. 

The parson and his new friend ate. Bat the coffeu 
M. St.-Ange declared he could not touch ; it was too 
wretchedly bad. At the French Market, near by, 
there was some noble coffee. This, however, would 
have to be bought, and Parson Jones had scruples. 

" Yon see, Jools, every man has his conscience to 
guide him, which it does so in " — 

"Oh, ycb!" cried St.-Ange, "conscien*; thad is 
the bea, Posson Jone'. Certainleel 1 am a Catho 
)»7M, you la a ach'Mnaiiqut ; you thing it is vii>i^ ta 



168 OLD GBXOLE DATS. 

dring aoBte coffee — veil, then, it it vrroiig; you tidng 
it is wrong to make the sugab to ged tbe so lai^e price 
— well, then, it is wrong; I thing it is right — well, 
then, it ia right ; it is all 'abit ; c'eat tout. What a 
man thing is right, is right; 'tia all 'ahit. A man moi 
nod go again' his conscien'. M; faith! do you thing 
I would go again' my oonscien'? Mai$ aSont, led na 
go and ged some coffee." 

" Joola." 

"Wat?" 

*' Joels, it ain't the drinkin' of coffee, but the bnyin' 
of it on a Sabbath. Too must really excuse me, 
Jools, it's again' conscience, you know." 

"Ahl" said St.-Ange, " c'esf very true. For you 
it would be a Bin, mats for me it is only 'abit. Ril- 
llgion is a very etrange ; I know a man one time, he 
thing it was wrong to go to cock-fight Sunday evening. 
I thing it ia all 'abit. Mais, come, Posson Jone' ; I 
have got one friend, Mignel ; led ua go at his house 
and ged some coffee. Come ; Miguel have no famllie ; 
only him and Joe — always like to see friend ; aUont, 
led us come yonder." 

"Why, Jools, my dear friend, you know," said the 
shamefaced parson, " I never visit on Sundays." 

" Never w'at? " asked the astounded Crerfe, 

" No," said Jones, smiling awkwardly. 

" Never viBite?" 

"Ezceptin' Bometimes amongst chuich^mcmbem." 
Mid Parson Jones. 

" itait," said the sedactive St.-Ange, " Miguel and 
Fm la ohnioh-member' — certainleel They love to 
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Mk ftboot riUlgion. Gome at Miguel haA talk kbonl 
•ome rilligion. I am nearly «xpire for me coffee." 

Pftnon JoQBB took his hat from beneath his chaii 
■nd rose up. 

"JooIb," Bald the weak giant, "I ought to be la 
ohnrch right now." 

" Maia, the church ia right jonder at Miguel', yes. 
Ahl" continued St.-Ange, as they descended th« 
Btalra, " I thing every man muz hare the rilligion he 
like' the bez — me, I like the Catholiqve riliigion the 
bez — for me it ts the bez. Eveiy man will sure go to 
heaven if he like his riliigion the bez." 

" Jode," said the West-Floridian, laying his great 
hknd tenderly upon the Creole's shoulder, as they 
■tepped out opon the banquette, "do you think yon 
have any shore hopes of heaven? " 

"TassI" replied St.-Ange; "I am sure-auro. I 
thing everybody wilt go to heaven. I thing you wQl 
go, et I thing Miguel will go, et Joe — everybody, 1 
thing — mat's, hof coarse, not if they not have been 
diristcn'. Even I thing some niggers will go." 

"Joeris," said the parson, stopping in his walk — 
" Jools, I don't want to lose my niggah." 

" Ton will not loose him. With Baptistc be cannot 
ged loose." 

But CoIossub'b master was not re-aseured. 

"Now," said he, still tarrying, "this la }ert tks 
way ; had I of gone to church ' ' — 

"Posaon Jone'," said Jal«t. 

"What?" 

"Ttell you. We goin' to duuekl" 
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'Will you?" asked Joues, joyooBly. 

".^Zlofis, come along," said Jolea, taking bla elbow. 

They walked down the Bue Chartros, passed Meveral 
coruerB, and by and by turned into a croee street. 
The parson stopped an ioatant as they were tnndng 
and looked back up the street. 

" Wat you lookin' ? " asked his companion. 

" I thought I saw Coloaana," answered the par- 
son, with an anxious face; "I reckon 'twa'n't him, 
thoagh." And they went on. 

The street they now entered was a very quiet one. 
The eye of any chance passer would have been at once 
drawn to a broad, heavy, white brick edlQco on the 
lower side of the way, with a flag-pole standing out 
like a bowsprit from one of its great windows, and 
a pair of lamps hanging before a large closed en- 
trance. It was a theatre, honey-combed with gam- 
bling-dens. At this morning hour all was still, and the 
only sign of life was a tnot of little barefoot girls 
gathered within its narrow ahade, and each carrying 
an infant relative. Into this place the parson and M. 
St.-Ange entered, the little nurses Jamptng up from 
the sills to let them pass io. 

A half-hour may have passed. At the end of that 
time the whole Juvenile company were laying alternate 
eyes and ears to the ctiinks, to gather what they could 
of an interesting quarrel going on within. 

" I did not, saw I I given you no cause of offence, 
•aw I It's not so, saw I Mister Jools simply mistaken 
the house, Ibinkin' it was a Sabbath-school I Xo such 
thing, saw ; I ain't bound to bet I Yes, I kin git out 
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fes, without bettin' 1 I her a right to my opinion ; 1 
reclton I'm a white man, saw I No »aw ! I on'y eaiti 
I didn't think jo;: could get tbe game on them cards. 
'Sno snch tiling, saw ! I do not know how to play ! 
I wouldn't hev a rnscal's money ef I bLouUI win it! * 
Shoot, ef you dare ! You can kill me, hot you cayn'l 
Bcare me ! No, I shayn't bet I I'll die firat 1 Yei, 
BBw; Mr. Jools can bet for me if he admires to; I 
ain't his moetah." 

Here the speaker seemed to direct bia words to 
St.-Ange. 

" Saw, I don't understand yon, saw. I never said 
I'd loan you money to bet for me. I didn't suspicion 
Uiia from you, saw. No, I won't take any more 
lemonade ; it's the most notorious stuff I ever drank, 
ww!" 

M. St.-Ange's replies were in falsetto and not with- 
out effect ; for presently the parson's indignation and 
anger began to melt. " Don't ask me, Jools, I can't 
help you. It's no use ; it's a matter of conscience 
with me, Jools." 

"Mais oui! 'tis a matt' of oonscien' wid me, the 
Bame." 

"But, Jools, the money's none o' mine, nohow; It 
belongs to Smyrny, yon know." 

"If I could make jus' one "bet," said the persuasive 
St.-Ange, "I would leave this place, fas'-faa', yes. 
If I had thing — mats I did not soupspicion this titm 
yon, Posson Jone' " — 

" Don't, Jools, don'tl '* 

"No I Posson Jone'." 
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" Tcm're bound to win ? " said the parsou, wavering 

"Jfats certainemetU I But it is not to win that 1 
want ; 'tia me conecien' — me honor ! " 

"Well, Jools, I hope I'm not a-doln' no wrong. 
I'll loan you aome of this money if you say you'll 
Dome right out 'thout takin' your winuin'B." 

All waa still. The peeping children could see the 
parson as he lifted hia hand to his breast-pocket. 
There it paused a moment in bewilderment, then 
plunged to the bottom. It came back empty, and fell 
lifelsssly at his side. His head dropped upon his 
breast, his eyes were for a moment closed, his broad 
palms were lifted and preseed againat hia forehead, a 
tremor seized him, and he fell all in a lump to the 
floor. The children ran oft with their infant-loads, 
leaving Jules St.-Ange awearing by all his deceased 
relatives, first to Miguel and Joe, and then to the lifted 
parson, that he did not know what had become of the 
money " except if " the black man had got it. 

In the rear of ancient New Orleans, beyond the 
sites of the old rampart, a trio of Spanish forts, where 
the town has since sprang up and grown old, green 
with all the Inzuriance of the wild Creole summer, lay 
the Congo Plains. Here stretched the canvas of the 
historic Cayetano, who Sunday after Sunday sowed 
the sawdust for his clrcns-ring. 

But to-day the great showman had fallen short of 
his printed promise. The hurricane had come I9 
night, and with one fell swash had made an lrr» 
trievable sop of every thing. The ciroos tniled awaf 
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Its bediBgglei magm£cence, uid the ring was cleared 
for the bull. 

Then the san eeemed to come out and work for tbt 
people. "See," said the 8paaiardB, loobdng up at 
the glorious Bky with its great, white flecbi drawD oB 
npon the horizon — " Bee — heaven smiles upon Hie 
bnlUflght I " 

In the high upper seata of the nide amphitheatre sat 
the gayly-decked wives and daughters of the Gascons, 
from the miiaries along the Bidge, and the chattering 
Spanish women of the Market, their siiining hair un- 
bonneted to the son. Next below were their huatmnds 
and lovers in Sundaj blouses, milkmen, butchers, 
bakers, black-bearded Qshermen, Sicilian fruiterers, 
swarthy Portuguese sailors, in little woollen caps, and 
■trangers of the graver sort ; mariners of England, 
Oermany, and Holland. The lowest seata were full of 
trappers, smugglers, Canadian voyageurs, drinking 
and singing ; Amiricains, too — more'a the ahame — 
from the upper rivers — who will not keep their seata 
— who ply the bottle, and who will get home by and 
by and tell how wicked Sodom is ; broad-brimmed, 
^ver-braided Mexicans, too, with their copper cheeki 
and bat's eyes, and their tinkling spurred heels. Ton- 
der, in that quieter section, are the quadroon women 
In their black lace shawUi — and there is Baptiste ; and 
below them are the turbaned black women, and there 
Is — but he vanishes — Colossus. 

The afternoon is advancing, yet the sport, though 
kudly demanded, does not begin. The AmericaiKi 
grow derisive and And pastime in gibes and raiUe^ 
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They mock the Tsrioos Latins witb their national 
taflections, and answer their scowls with laughter. 
Some of the more aggressive shout pretty French 
greetings to the women of Gascony, and one barge- 
man, amid peals of applause, stands on a seat and 
hurls a kiss to the qnadroons. The mariners of Eng- 
land, Germany, and Holland, as spectators, like the 
fan, whOe the Spaniards look black and cast dellan^ 
imprecations npon their persecutors. Some Gascons, 
with timely caution, pick tiieir women out and depart, 
rannlng a terrible fire ot gallantries. 

In hope of truce, a new call is raised for the buU : 
"The bull, the bull !— hash 1" 

In a tier near the ground a man is standing and 
calling — standing head and shoulders alwve the rest 
— calliig in the Americaine tongue. Another man, 
big and red, named Joe, and a handsome Uttle Creole 
in elegant dress and full ot laughter, wish to stop himt 
but the flat-boatmen, ha-ha-ing and cheering, will not 
suffer it. Ah, through some shameful knavery of the 
men, into whose bands he has fallen, he is dnmk! 
Even the women can see that ; and now he throws his 
arms wildly and raises hie voice until the whole great 
circle hears it. He is preaching ! 

Ah 1 kind Lord, for a special providence now ! The 
men of hia own nation — men from the land of the open 
English Bible and temperance cup and song are cheering 
bim on to mad disgrace. And now another call for the 
appointed sport is drowned by the flat-boatmen singmg 
the ancient tune of Mear. You can hear the words — 
"Old Grlmee ii daad, thai good old loij *' 



•• possoN JONx:" 



16S 



— from ribald lips and throats turucd brazen witb 
laughter, from singers who toss their hata aloft aftd 
roll in their seata ; the chorus swells to the accompani- 
DMutof a thousand bn^ans — 



A ribboned man in the arena b trying to be heard, 
and tlie Latins raise one mighty cry for silence. The 
big red man gets a hand over the parson's mouth, and 
the ribboned man seizes his moment. 

" They have been endeavoring for hours," he says, 
"to draw the terrible animals from their dens, but 
such is their strength and fierceness, that" — 

Hia voice is drowned. Enough has been beard to 
warrant the inference that the beasts cannot be 
whipped out of the stoim-drenched cages to which 
menagerie-life and long starvation have attached them, 
and from the roar of indignation the man of ribbons 
flioa. The noise increases. Men are standing up by 
hundreds, and women are imploring to be let out of 
the turmoU. All at once, like the bursting of a dam, 
the whole mass pours down into the ring. They 
sweep across the arena and over the showman's bar- 
riers. Mignel gets a frightful trampling. Who cares 
for gates or doors? They tear the beasts' houaes bar 
from bar, and, laying hold of the gaunt buffalo, drag 
him forth by feet, ears, and tail ; and in the midst of 
the mil4e, still head and shoulders above all, wilder, 
with the cup of the wicked, than any beast, is the mai 
of God from the Florida pariehes ! 
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In his anna he bore — and all the people shoutod at 
once when they saw it — the tiger. He bad lifted it 
high up with its back to his breast, his arms clasperi 
under its shoulders ; the wretched brute hod curled uf 
caterjiiUar-wise, with its long tail against ita belly, and 
through ita Qled teeth grinned a fixed and hnpotcct 
wrath. And Parson Jones was shouting : 

" The tiger and the huffier shell lay down together ! 
You dah to aay they ebayn't and I'll comb yon with 
this varmint from head to foot I The tiger and the 
butBer skill lay down together. They gkelll Now, 
you, Joe ! Behold ! I am here to aee it done. The 
lion and the buffler shell lay down together 1 " 

Mouthing these words ^ain and ^ain, the paraon 
forced his way through the surge in the wake of the 
bnffalo. This creatarc the Latins had secured by a 
lariat over his head, and were dragging across the old 
rampart and into a street of the city. 

The northern races were trying to prevent, and there 
was pommelling and knocking down, ciiraiug and knife- 
drawing, until Jnles St.-Ange waa quite carried away 
with the fun, laughed, clapped his hands, and awore 
with delight, and ever kept uloso to the gallant parson. 

Joe, contrariwise, counted all this child's-play an 
Interruption. He had come to Snd Colossus and the 
money. In an imlucky moment he made bold to 
lay hold of the parson, but a piece of llie broken liar- 
riers in the hands of a fiat-boatman felled him to the 
sod, the terrible crowd swept over him, the l.iriat was 
cut and the giant parson hurled the tiger uimn the 
buffalo's back. In another instant both bmtca were 
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dead ftt the hands of the mob ; Jonee was lifted from 
his feet, and prating of Scripture and the millennium, 
of Fnnl at EpheeoB and Daniel in the "buffler's" den, 
was borne aloft upon the Bhoulders of the huzzaing 
Amiricaint. Half an hoar later be was sleeping 
heavily oo the floor of a cell in the calaboza. 

When Parson Jones awoke, a bdl was somewhere 
lolling for midnight. Somebody waa at the door of 
his cell with a key. The lock grated, the door swung, 
the turnkey looked in and stepped back, and a ray of 
moonlight fell upon M. Joles St.-Ange. The prisoner 
eat Dpon the empty shackles and ring-bolt la the centra 
of the floor. 

" Mislj PosBon Jone'," said the visitor, softly. 

" JooIb 1 " 

" Mais, w'at de matter, Poisson Jone'?" 

" My sins, Jools, my sins I " 

"Ah I FosBon Jone', is that something to cry, 
becanse a man get Bometinae a lltt' bit intoxicate? 
JUdis, if a man keep ail the time intoxicate, I think 
that is again' the conscien'." 

" Joola, Jools, your eyes is darkened — ohl Joola, 
Where's my pore old liggah ? * ' 

" Fosson Jone', never min* ; he is wid Baptisto." 

■' Where? " 

"I don' know w'ere — maia he Is wid Baptiste. 
Baptiate is a beautitul to take care of somebody." 

"Is he as good as yon, Jools?" asked Parson 
Jones, sincerely. 

Jules was slightly staggered. 

"Ton know, Fosson Jone', yon know, a n^ga 
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c&nnot be good as a w'lte man — mata Baptiate ia a 
good nigger." 

The parson moaned ftnd dropped his chin into hia 
handa. 

" I was to of left for home to-morrow, §on-up, on 
ihe Isabella schooner. Pore Smymyl" He deeply 
aigbed. 

*'PoBBOD Jone'," said Jules, leaning agaioBt the 
wall and smiling, " I swear yon is the moz funny man 
I ever see. If I was you I would say, me, ' Ah I 'ow 
I am lucky! the money I los', it was not mine, any- 
how I ' My faith I shall a man makft hisae'f to be the 
more sorry because the money he los' is not his? Me, 
I would eay, ' it is a specious proridence.' 

"Ahl Misty FosBon Jone'," he continued, ''you 
make a so droll sermon ad the bnll-ring. Ha I ha I 
I swear I thing you can make money to preach thad 
sermon many time ad the theatre St. Philippe. Hah I 
you is the moz brave dat I never see, mais ad the 
same time the moz rilligious man. Where I'm goin' to 
Gn' one priest to make like dat? Mats, why yon 
can't cheer up an' be 'appy? Me, if I should be mia- 
erabr like that I would kill meself." 

The countryman only shook his head. 

" Bieii, Posson Jone', I have the so good news for 
you." 

The prisoner looked up with eager inquiry. 

" Las' evening when they lock' you, I come right 
oil at M. De Blanc's house to get yon let outof de 
calaboose ; M. De Blanc he is the Judge. So soon I 
was entering — ' Ah ! Jales, me boy, Jnz the man to 



"F0380JT JOSE'.' 



169 



make complete the game I ' Posson Jone', it was ■ 
speciooB providence 1 I win in free hours mtffe dao 
six liundred dolloh! Look." He produced a maaa 
of bank-notea, ions, and due-bills. 

"And you got the pase?" asked the parson, re- 
garding the mone; with a sadness incomprehensible 
to Jnles. 

"It is here; it take the effect so soon the daylight. " 

" Jools, my friend, yonr bindneas is in vain." 

The Creole's face became a perfect blank. 

*' Because," said the parson, "for two reasons: 
firstly, I have broken tbe laws, and ought to stand 
the penalty ; and secondly — you must really excuse 
me, Jools, yon know, but the pass has been got on- 
fairly, I'm afeerd. Ton told the judge I was inno- 
cent; and in neither case it don't become a Christian 
(which I hope I can atJll sa^ I am one) to ' do evil 
that good may come.' I mass stay." 

M. St.-Ange stood up aghast, and for a moment 
speechless, at this exhibition of moral heroism ; bat 
an artifice was presently hit upon. " Jfais, FossoD 
Jone' ! " — in his oXAfaXeetto — "de order — you can- 
not read it, It is in French — compel you to go hoot, 
sir!" 

" Is that so? " cried the parson, bounding ap with 
radiant face — "is that so, Jools?" 

The young man nodded, smiling ; bat, thoogh he 
smiled, the fountain of bis tenderness was opened. H« 
made the sign of the cross as the parEon knelt m 
prayer, and even whispered " Hail Mary, ' etc, qoitt 
through, twice over. 
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Moroing broke in sommer glory apon a cluster 
Tillaa behind tbe city, nestled under live-oaks 
magnoliaA on the banks of a deep bayou, and known 
as Snbnrb St. Jean. 

With the &?t beam came the WeatFloridion and 
the Creole out upon the bank below the village. Upon 
the paiBon's arm hnng a piur of antique saddle-bags. 
Baptiate limped wearily behind ; both his eyes were 
encircled with broad, blue rings, and one cheek-bone 
bore the offldal impress of every knuckle of Colossus'a 
left hand. The " beautUnl to take care of somebody ' ' 
had lost his cha^e. At mention of the negro he be- 
came wild, and, half in English, half in the " gumbo " 
dialect, said murderous things. Intimidated by Jnloa 
to calmness, he became able to speak confidently on 
one pomt ; he conld, would, and did swear that Coh»- 
sns had gone home to the Florida parishes ; he waa 
almost certain; in fact, he thooght so. 

There waa a clicking of pulleys as the three ap- 
peared upon the bayou's margin, and Baptiste pointed 
out, in the deep shadow of a great oak, the Isabella, 
moored among the bnlmfihee, and Just spreading her 
sails for departure. Moving down to where she lay, 
the parson and his £riend paused on the bank, loath 
to say farewell. 

" Jnols I " said the parson, " snpposin' Cok»BUB 
ain't gone home I O Jools, if you'll look him out 
tor me, I'll never foi^et you — I'll never forget you, 
lohow, Jools. No, Jools, I never will believe he 
taken that money. Yes, I know all niggahs wdl 
steal" — he set foot upon the gang-plaiJc — "birt 
^.o«nB wouldn't steal from me. Ciood-bj." 
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*' Mist; Foeson Jone,' " said St.-Ange, patting his 
hand OD the parson's arm with genuine affection, 
*' hoi' on. Tou see dis money — w'at I win las' night? 
Well, I win' it b; a specious providence, ain't it? " 

"There's no tellin'," aaid the humbled Jonei. 
" Proridence 

' MoTM In a mysterloot way 
Hla wooden to perfonn.' " 

"Ahl" cried the Creole, "c'est very true. Iged 
this money in the mjsterienze way. Mais, if I keep 
dis rooaey, you know where it goin' be to-night? " 

"I really can't say," replied the parson. 

"Goin' to dedev'," said the sweetly-Bmiliug young 
man. 

The schooner-captain, leaning gainst the shioada, 
and even Baptiste, laughed outright. 

"0 Joolfl, you mustn't I" 

» Well, den, w'at I shaU do wid itt" 

"Any thing I" answered the parson; "better do* 
Date it away to some poor naan" — 

"Ah! Misty Posson Jone', dat is w'at I wand 
You Iob' five hondred dollar' — 'twas me fault." 

"No, it wa'n't, Jools." 

"MaiSf it waol " 

"Nol" 

*' It was me fault I I sviear it wu me fault 1 Mait, 
Bere is Dre hondred dollar' ; I wish you shall take it. 
Here ! I don't got no use for money. — Oh, my faith 1 
PoBson Jone', jou must not begin to cty some more." 

Parson Jones was choked with tears. When bt 
found TOlce he eald: 
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'* O Jools, Jools, Jools ! my pore, noble, dear, BU»> 
guidened friend I ef you bed of bed a Christian raisin' 1 
May the Lord show you your errors better'n I kin, 
and bleaa you for your good intentions — oh, no 1 I 
cayn't touch that money with a ten-foot pole; itira'n't 
rightly got; you must really excuse me, my deu 
friend, but I cayn't touch it." 

St.-Ange was petrified. 

" Good-by, dear Jools," continued the parson. 
"I'm in the Lord's hajnda, and he's very merciful, 
which I hope and trust yon'll find it out. Good-by ! " 
— the schooner swang slowly off before the breeze — 
"good-by! " 

St.-Ange roused himself. 

" PoBson Jone' I make me hany'ow dis promise : yon 
Bever, never, never will comeback to New Orleans." 

" Ah, JooLa, the Lord willin', I'll never leave home 
again!" 

"All rightl" cried the Creole; "I thing he's 
willin'. Adieu, PoBson Jone'. My faith' I yon are 
the so fighting an' moz rilligious man as I never saw I 
Adieu I Adien I ' ' 

Baptiste uttered a cry and presently ran by bis mas- 
ter toward the schooner^ his hands full of clods. 

St.-Ange looked just in time to see the sable form 
of Colossus of Rhodes emerge from the vessel's hold, 
and the pastor of Smyrna and Bethesda seize him in 
hJB embrace. 

" Colossus ! yon oatlandisfa old nigger ! Thank 
IheLordt Thank the Lord!" 

The little Creole almost wept. He ran down tht 
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" tow-path, l&ngliiDg and awe&i'ing, and making oonfiued 
alluBiua to the entire personjiel and furniture of the 
lower regions. 

By odd fortune, at the momeut that St.-Auge fur- 
ther demonstrated his delight by tripping hia mulatto 
into a hog, the schooner came bnieliing along the 
ri^edy bank with a graceful curve, the sails flapped, 
and the crew fell to poling hor slowly along. 

Parson Jones was on the deck, kneeling once more 
in prayer. Uia hat had fallen before him ; behind 
him knelt bis slave. In thundering tones he was con- 
fessing himself "a plum fool," from whom "the 
conceit had been jolted out," and who had been made 
to see that even his " nigger had tiie longest head of 
the two." 

Colossus clasped his hands and groaned. 

The parson prayed for a contrite heart. 

" Oh, yes 1 " cried Colossos. 

The master acknowledged countless meroiea. 

" Dat'H so ! " cried the slave. 

The master prayed that they might still be " pUed 
on." 

" Glory I " cried the black man, clapping his 
bands; "pile on I" 

" An' noW|" continued the parson, " bring this pore, 
backslidin' Jackace of a parson and this pore ole fool 
nigger back to thar home in peace 1 '' 

" Pray fo' de money ! " called Colossus. 

But the parson prayed for Jules. 

" Pray fo" de money I" repeated the negro. 

" And oh, give thy servaiit back that then bMl 
money! " 
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ColoBSiu loae Btealthily, and tiptoed by his atiO 
sboating nutster. St.-AngG, the captain, the crew, 
gazed in silent wonder at the atratcgiet. Fausing but 
an instant over the maater's hat to grin an acknowl- 
edgment of hiB beholders' speechless interest, he 
softly placed in it the faithfuHy-moamed and honestly- 
prayed-for Smyrna fnnd ; then, sainted by the gesticu- 
latire, silent applause of St.-Ange and the schooner- 
men, he resnmed his first attitnde behind his roaring 
master. 

" Amen I " cried Coloesos, meaning to bring him to 
ft dose. 

" Onworthy thongh I be " — cried Jones. 

"Amen!" reiterated tbe negro. 

" A-a-amen I " said- Parson Jones. 

He rose to hia feet, an<3, stooping to take up his hat, 
beheld the well-known roll. As one stunned, he 
gazed for a moment upon his slave, who still knelt 
with clasped hands and rolling eyeballs ; but when he 
became aware of the laughter and cheers that greeted 
him from both deck and shore, be lifted eyes and 
hands to heaven, and cried like the veriest babe. 
And when he looked at the roll again, and hugged and 
kissed it, St.-Ange tried to raise a second shont, but 
choked, and the crew fell to their poles. 

And now up runs Baptlste, covered with slime, and 
prepares to cast his projectiles. The first one fell 
wide of the mark ; the schooner swung round into a 
long reach of water, where the breese was in her 
favor ; another shout of laughter drowned the male- 
dictlomi of the muddy man ; the aalli filled ; GoloBoni 
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of Bhodea, Hmiliiig and bowing u hero of the mo- 
meat, docked as the main boom swept round, and Iha 
schooner, leaning slightlj to the pleasant influence, 
matled a moment over the balrashes, and then sped 
tu away down the rippling bayon. 

M. Jnles St.-Ange stood long, gazing at the reced* 
ing vessel as it now disappeared, now re-appeared be- 
yond the tops of the high undei^rowth ; but, when an 
arm of tbe forest bid it finally from sight, he turned 
townward, followed by tbat fa^ed-out spaniel, bis 
servant, saying, as he turned, " Baptiste." 

"JficMf" 

" Ton know w'at I goln' do wid dis money? " 

"ifon, m'Mettr." 

' Well, yon can strike me dead If I don't goin' to 
pay ball my debts I AtUmsl" 

He began a merry little song to the efFect thut his 
sweetheart was a wine-bottle, and master and man, 
leaving care behind, returned to the picturesque Hue 
Boyale. The ways of Providence are indeed etrangc. 
In all Parson Jones's after-life, amid the many paiuful 
reminiscences of bia visit to the City of the Plain, the 
sweet knowledge was withheld from him that by the 
light of the Christian virtue tliat shone from him even 
in his great fall, Jnles St.-Ange aroM, and w«Bt to 
hi« father an hoaest nuts. 
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In the fint decade of the preaeiit ceDtnr]-, when the 
ofvlj established American GoTemment wss ibe most 
hateful thing in Looisisaa — when the Creoles wen 
stQI kicking at snch rile innoTabons as the trial by 
Jniy, American dances, antj-smaggling laws, and the 
[Anting of the Govenior'a procIamatioD in En^ish — 
when the Anglo-American Hood that was presently to 
burst in a crevasse of immigration apon the delta had 
thus far been felt only as slippery seep:^ which made 
tiie Creole tremble for his footing — there stood, k 
riiort distuice above what is now Canal Street, and 
ccmsiderably back from the line of villas which fringed 
Uie river-bank on Tchoupitonlas Boad, an old oolonial 
pkuttation-boiiBe halt in rain. 

It stood aloof from civilization, the tracts that bad 
once been its indigo fields given over to their first noz- 
kms wildness, and grown op into one of the horridest 
marshes within a circuit of fifty miles. 

The boose was of heavy cypress, lifted np <mi pQ- 

lars, grim, solid, and spiritless, its massive build • 

Btnmg reminder of days etiU earlier, when every man 

hftd been his own peace officer and the insorrdction ol 
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the blacks & daily contingency. Its tiark, weather- 
beaten roof and sides were hoisted up above the jungly 
plain in a distracted way, like a gigantic ammunition- 
wagun atuck in the mud and abandoned by some 
retreating army. Around it was a dense growth of 
low water willowB, with half a hundred sorts of thorny 
or fetid bushes, savage strangers alike to the " lan- 
guage of flowers " and to the botanist's Greek. They 
were hung with countleaa strands of discolored and 
prickly smilax, and the impassable mud below bristled 
with chevaux defrise of tfce dwarf palmetto. Two lone 
forest-trees, dead cypresses, stood in the centre of the 
marsh, dotted with roosting vultures. The shallow 
strips of water were hid l)y myriads of aquatic plants, 
under whose coarse and spiriileSB flowerE, could one 
have seen it, was a harbor of reptiles, great and smaU, 
to make one shudder to the end of his days. 

The house was on a slightly raised spot, the levee 
of a draining canal. The waters of this canal did not 
run ; they ci-awled, and were full of big, ravening fish 
and alligators, that held it against all comers. 

Such was the home of old Jean Marie Poquelin, once 
an opulent indigo planter, standing high in the esteem 
of hie small, proud circle of exclusively male acquaint- 
ances in the old city ; now a hermit, alike shunned by 
and shunning all who liad ever known him. "The 
last of his line," said the gossips. His father lies 
under the floor of the St. Louis Cathedral, with the 
wife of hia youth on one aide, and the wife of his old 
age on the other. Old Jean visits the spot daily. His 
half-brother — alaal there waa a mystery; no one 
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knew what had become of the gentle, ^oting bait 
brother, mure than thirty yeara his jnnior, whom once 
he seemed ao fondly to love, but who, seven years ago, 
had disappeared suddenly, once for sll, and left no 
clew of his fate. 

They bad seemed to live so happily in each other's 
love. Ko father, mother, wife to either, no kindred 
npon earth. The elder a bold, frank, impetuous, chiv- 
alric adventurer : the younger a gentle, studious, book- 
loving recluse : they lived upon the ancestral estate 
like mated birds, one always on the wing, the other 
always in the nest. 

There was no trait in Jean Marie Poqnelin, said the 
old goesips, for which be was so well known among bis 
few friends as his apparent fondness for his '* little 
brother." "Jaoq«es said this," and "Jacques said 
that ; " he " would leave this or that, or any thing to 
Jacques," for " Jacques was a scholar," and" Jacqnes 
was good," or "wise," or "Just," or " far-sighted," 
as the nature of the case required; and "he should 
ask Jacques as soon as he got home," since Jacques 
was never elsewhere to be seen. 

It was between the roving character of the one 
brother, and the booktshness of the other, that the 
estate fell into decay. Jean Marie, gencroos gentle- 
man, gambled the slaves away one by one, until none 
was left, man or woman, hut one old African mute. 

The indigo-fields and vats of Ijsuisiana had been 
generally abandoned as unrcmunerative. Certain en- 
terprising men had substituted the culture of sugar i 
but while the recluse was too apathetic to take m 
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active a course, the other saw larger, kd<3, hi thxt 
time, equally respectablo profita, flret in smuggling, 
and later In the African slave-trade. What harm 
could he Bee in it? The whole people said it was 
vitally necessary, and to minister to a vital public 
necessity, — good enough , certainly, and so he laid np 
many a doubloon, that made him none the worse in 'be 
public regard. 

One day old Jean Marie was about to start upon a 
voy^e that was to be longer, much longer, than any 
that he had yet made. Jacques had begged him hard 
for many days not to go, but he laughed him off, and 
finally said, kissing him : 

^^ Adieu, 'tUfrire." 

" No," said Jacques, " I shall go with you." 

They left the old hulk of a house in the sole care of 
the African mute, and went away to the Gruinea ooaet 
together. 

Two years after, old Poqnelin came home without 
his vessel. He must have arrived at his house by 
night. No one saw him come. No one saw " his little 
brother ; " rumor whispered that he, too, had returned, 
but he had never been seen again. 

A dark suspicion fell upon the old slave-trader. No 
matter tiiat the few kept the many reminded of the 
tenderness that had ever marked his bearing to the 
missing man. The many shook their heads. "Tou 
know he has a quick and fearful tempei ; " and " why 
does be cover his loss with mystery? " " G-rief would 
out with the truth." 

" But," said the charitable few, " look in his face ; 
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■B6 thrt tipwion of tree taomaiuty." Tbaauif dU 
look in Ui Ihoe, and, w he loofeed w thein, be mA 
tte sknt qantian: "When is tky brother Abelt" 
Tfaa few wen adlaced. lua fonnec fricade died off, end 
Oa aeiee of Jeui Uane PoqoeliD bec&me e symbol o 
witahflTj, derilisti dime, and hideoos nuiseiy fictions. 

Tbe nun «ttd his bouse were alike shanned. The 
mipe Mad dudi htmters forsook tbe m&rsb, and the wood- 
cotters stMiDdoned the csiud. Sometimes tbe hardier 
bojB who Tentai«d oat there enake-sbooting beatd 
a stow tboDBpiHg of oar-locks on the canal. Hie; 
would look at each other for a moment half in oon- 
atemadon, half in glee, then msh from their sport in 
wanteo haste to assail with thur gibes the unoffend- 
ing, withered old man who, in ma^ attire, sat in the 
stern of a skiff, rowed boineward b; bis white-headed 
African mate. 

' ' Jean-ab Poqnelin 1 O Jeao-ah I Jean-ab Poqne ' 
linl" 

It was not necessary to atrter more than that. No 
hint of wickedness, deformity, or any physical or moral 
demerit; merely tbe name and tone of mockery ; "Oh, 
Jean-ab Foquelin 1 " and while they tumbled one oyer 
another in their needless haste to fly, he would rise 
carefully from his seat, while the aged mute, with 
downcast face, went on rowing, and rolling up his 
brown fiBt and extending it toward the urchins, would 
poor forth sach an unholy broadside of French impre- 
cation and invective as woild all but craze them with 
delight. 

Among both blacks and whites tbe bouse wai Uie 
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object of a thousand superBtitioni. ETery midnight 
they affirmed, the feu foliel came out of the marsh and 
ran in and out of the rooms, flashing from window to 
window. The story of some lads, whose words in or- 
dinary statements were worthless, was generally cred- 
ited, that the night they camped in the woods, rather 
than pass the place after dark, they saw, about sunset^ 
eTery window blood-red, and on each of the four chim- 
neys an owl sitting, which turned his head three times 
round, and moaned and laughed with a human voice. 
There was a bottomlesa well, everybody professed to 
know, beneath the eill of the big front door under the 
rotten veranda ; whoever set his foot upon that thresh- 
old disappeared forever in the depth below. 

What wonder the marsh grew as wild as Africa I 
Take all the Faubourg Ste. Marie, and half the ancient 
city, you would not find one graceless dare-devil reck- 
less enough to pass within a hundred yards of the 
house after nightfall. 

The alien races pouring into old Kew Orleans began 
to find the few streets named for the Bourbon princes 
too strait for them. The wheel of fortune, beginning 
to whirl, threw them off beyond the ancient corpo- 
ration lines, and sowed civilization and even trade 
upon the lands of the Graviers and Girods. Fields 
became roads, roads streets. Everywhere the leveller 
was peering through his glass, rodsmen were whacking 
their way through willow-brakes and rose-hedges, and 
the sweating Irishmen tossed the blue clay up with 
th«ir long-handled shovels. 



i 



jxAJt-Aa POQUEity. 185 

" Hft! Uuiti8KUrerywell,"qnotbthcJeau-B&ptistw, 
fueling the reproach of an e nterprtsc that asked ncitboi 
co-operstion nor advice of thom, ••bnl wail 'ill they 
come yonder W Jean Poqnelin'3 niareh; b«! hal ha!" 
The supposed predicament so duligLted them, tlial they 
pat on a mock terror and whirlc<l about in an a^uuied 
Btampede, then caugLt their clas[>cd hands between 
their knees in es(?ea9 of luirtti, and laughtul tilt Llic 
tears ran ; for whether the fitrcct-makers mirnl in Uie 
marsh, or contrived to cut through old " Juan-ah's " 
property, either event would be joyful. Meantime a 
line of liny rods, with bits of white paper in Uioir split 
tops, gradually extended its way straight through the 
hauuted ground, and across the canal diagonally. 

"We shall fill that ditch," said thu men in mud- 
boots, and brushed close along the chained and pid- 
locked gate of the haunted mansion. Ah, ,)enti-)Ui 
Poquelin, those were not Creole boys, to bo Btami>e[lod 
with a little hard swearing. 

He went to the Governor. That official scanned the 
odd figure with no slight interest. Jcun Puqut^lin waa 
of short, broad frame, witli a bronzed leonine face. 
His brow ■'is ample and deeply furrowed. His eye, 
large and black, was bold and open like that of a 
war-horse, and his jaws shut together witli the flrna- 
nesB of iron. He was dressed in a suit of Attakapoa 
cottonade, and his shirt unbuttoned and thrown back 
from the throat and iM^som, sailor-wise, showed a her- 
culean breast, hard and grizzled. There was no fierce- 
or iletiauco in bis look, no harsh imgentlcnesa, 
no symptom of his unlawful life or violent temper ; but 
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rather a peaceful and peaceable fearlesBnsBs. Across 
the whole face, not marked in one or another feature, 
but as it were laid softly upon the countenance like 
an almost imperceptible veil, waa the imprint of 
some great grief. A careless eye might easily over- 
look it, but, once seen, there it hung — faint, but un- 
mistakable. 

The Governor bowed. 

" Parlez-vous franpais f " asked the figure. 

"I would rather talk English, if you can do bo," 
said the Gtovernor. 

"My name, Jean Poquelin." 

"How can I serve you, Mr. Poquelin?" 

" My 'ouse is yond' ; dans le marais Id-bai" 

The Governor bowed. 

"Dat marais billong to me." 

"¥e8, sir." 

" To me ; Jean Poquelin ; I hown 'im meself." 

"Well, sir?" 

"He don't billong to you; I get him from me 
father." 

"That is perfectly true, Mr. Poquelin, as far aa I 
am aware." 

" You want to make strit pass yond' ? " 

" I do not know, sir ; it is quite probable ; but the 
city will indemnify you for any loss you may suffer — 
you will get paid, you understand," 

"Strit can't pass dare." 

" "Sou will have to see the municipal authoritiea 
about that, Mr. Poquelin." 

A bitter smile came upon the old man's face : 
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" Pardon, MoTmeuT, you is not le GoHverneur f " 

"Yea." 

"Mais, yes. Yon har le Oouverneur — yes. Veh- 
welL I come to you. I t«ll you, etrit can't pass at 
me 'ouse." 

" But yoQ will have to see " — 

"I come to you. You ts le Gouvemeur. 1 know 
not the new laws. I haia a Fr-r-rench-a-nian! 
Fr-rench-a-man have eomething aUer au conlraire — 
he come at hia Oouvemevr. I come at you. If me 
not had been bought from uie king like bossals in the 
hold time, ze ting gof — France ■would- a-eliow Mon- 
tieur le Gouvemeur to take care hia roen to make strit 
in right places. Mais, 1 know ; we billong to Monsieur 
fe Prudent. I want you do Bomeam for me, eh¥ " 

" What is it ? " asked the patient Governor. 

"I want you teil Monxieur le President, strit — can't 
— paae — at^ — me — 'ouse. " 

" Have a chair, Mr. Poquelin ; " but the old man 
Aid not stir. The Guvemor took a quill and wrote a 
line to a city ofBcial, introducing Mr, Poquelin, and 
asking for him everj- possible courtesy. He handed 
it to him, instructing him where to present it. 

" Ml-. Poquelin," he aaiil Tvith a concihatory smile, 
" tell me, is it your house that our Creole citizens tell 
such odd stories about 'I " 

The old man glared sternly upon the speaker, and 
with immovable features said : 

" You don't see me trade some Guinea nigga' ? " 

"Oh, no." 

" You don't see me make some smugglin' f " 
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"No, sir; notntoU." 

"Bnt, I am Jean Marie Foquelin. I mine me hown 
lnxni»B. Dat all right? Adieu." 

He put his hat on and irithdrew. By and bj he 
a'MoA, letter in hand, liefore the jierson to whom it was 
addressed. This person employed an interpreter. 

" He says," said the mterpretcr to the officer, " he 
come to make you the fair warning bow you muz not 
make the street pas' at his 'ouse." 

The officer remarlied that " such impudence was re- 
freshing; " but the experienced interpreter translated 
freely. 

"He says: 'Why yon don't want?'" said the 



The old slave-trader answered it some length. 

"He says," said the interpreier, again turning to 
the officer, "the maraas is a too unbealth' for peopl' 
to live." 

" But we expect to drain his old marsh ; it's not 
going to be a marsh." 

" B dit " — The interpreter explained in French. 

The old man answered tersely. 

"He says the canal is a private." said the inter- 
prater. 

"Oh I that old ditch; that's to be filled up. Tell 
the old man we're going to fix him up nicely." 

Translation being duly made, the man in power was 
unused to see a thunder-cloud gathering on the old 
man's face. 

"Tell tiim," he added, "by the time we finish. 
there'll not be a ghost left in bia shan^." 
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Hie interpreter began to tinuelate. but — 

" J' txrniprenda, J' comjprimde," said the old maDi 
with an impatient gesture, and burst fortli. pounng 
curses upon the United St&tea, the IVesidcnt, the Ter- 
ritor; of Orleans, Congress, the Governor and all bis 
BuborcUoates, striding out of the apartment as ha 
cursed, while the object of his maledictions roared 
with merriment and rammed the floor with his foot. 

" Why, it will make his old place worth ten dollars 
to one," said the olBcial to the interpreter. 

" 'Tie not for de worse of de property," saici the 
interpreter. 

" I should guess not," said the other, whittling his 
chair, — " seema to me as if aome of these old Creoles 
would liever live in a crawfish hole than to have a 
neighbor " 

"Tou know what make old Jean Foquelln make 
likethat? I will tell you. Youknow" — 

The interpreter was rolling a cigarette, and paused 
to light his tinder ; then, as the smoke poured in a 
thick double stream from his nostrils, he said, in a 
Btdemn whisper : 

"He IB a witch." 

" Ho, ho, ho ! " laughed the other. 

"Tou don't believe it? What you want to bet?" 
cried the interpreter. Jerking himself half up and 
thnisting out one arm while he bared it of its coat- 
sleeve with the hand of the other. " What you want 
to bet?" 

" How do you know ? " asked the official. 

"Dasswbat I goin' to tell you. Tou know, om 
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evening I was sbooliiig some grosbec. 1 killed three , 
but I bad tronble to fine them, it was becoming m 
dark. Wben I have them I start' to come home ; 
then I got to pas' at Jean Poquelin's house." 

" Ho, ho, ho I " laughed the other, throwing hia 1^ 
over the arm of his chair. 

*' Wait," said the interpreter. " I come along slow, 
not making some noises ; still, still " — 

"And scared," aald the smiling one. 

*' Mais, wait. I get all pas* the 'ouse. ' Ah I ' I 
say ; ' all right 1 ' Then I see two thing' before I 
Bah I I get as cold and humide, and shake like a leaf. 
Yon think it was nothing P There I see, so plain as 
can be (though it was making nearly dark), I see Jean 
— Marie — Po-que-lin walkin' right in front, and right 
tliere beside of him was something like a man — bu< 
not a man — white like paint I — I dropp' on the grass 
from scared — they pass' ; so sure as I lire 'twas the 
ghos' of Jacques Poquclin, his brother I " 

'* Fooh ! " said the listener. 

"I'll put my ban' in the fire," said the interpreter. 

"But did you never think," asked the other, 
" that that might be Jack Foquelin, as you call him, 
alive and well, and for some cause hid away by hia 
brother?" 

" Bat there bar' no cause ! " said the other, and the 
entrance of third parties changed the subject. 

Some months passed and the street was opened. A 
canal was first dng through the marsh, the small one 
which passed so close to Jean Poquelin's boose was 
flUed, »nd the street, or rather a aanny road* Just 
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loached a oomei of the old mBQsion's doorynrd. The 
morasB ran dry. Its veaomous dcaizoDB slipped awftf 
Uirougb the bulruahes ; the cattle roaming freely upon 
itB hardened siirface trampled the superabundant tm- 
dergrowth. The bellowing frogs croaked to westward. 
Lilies and the flower-de-luce sprang np in the place of 
reeds ; smilax and poieon-oak gave way to the purple- 
plumed iron-weed and pink spiderwort ; the bindweeds 
ran everywhere blooming as thoj- ran, and on one of 
the dead cypresses a giant creeper hung its green 
burden of foliage and lifted its scarlet trompets. 
Sparrows and red-birds flitted through the bushes, and 
dewberries grew ripe beneath. Over all these came a 
aweet, dry smell of salubrity which the place had not 
known sioce Hie sediments of the Mississippi first 
lifted it from the sea. 

But its owner did uot baild. Over the willow- 
brakes, and down the vista of the open street, bright 
new houses, some singly, some by ranks, were prying 
in upon the old man's privacy. They even settled 
down toward his southern side. FiiBt a wood-cutter's 
but or two, then a market gardener's shanty, then 
a painted cottage, and all at once the faubourg had 
flanked and half surrounded bun and his dried-up 
marsh. 

Ah [ then the common peo>ple began to hate him. 
"The old tyranti" "You don't mean an old 
tyrant t" "Well, then, why don't he build wbea 
the public need demands it? What does ho live in 
that unneighborly way for?" "The old pirate I" 
"llie old kidnapper I" How easily even tbe moat 
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nltiv Loiiiaianiana put on the imported Tirtnea of Uu 
North when they could be brought to bear against tb* 
hermit. "There he goes, with the boys after him I 
^1 h& ! ha 1 Jean-ah Foquelin I All I Jean-ah I 
Aha I aha ! Jean-ah Marie I Jean-ah Foquelin ! The 
old TilMn I " How merrily the BT7armiiig Anidricaina 
echo the apirit of iwraecutioo 1 "The old fraud," 
they say — " pretenda to hve in a haunted houae, does 
be? We'll tar and feather him some day. Guesa w« 
can fix him." 

He cannot be rowed home along the old canal now ; 
be walks. He has broken eadly of late, and the 
street urchinB are ever at hia heels. It is like the 
days when they cried : *-' Go np, thou bald-head," and 
the old man now and then tuma and delivers InefTectnal 
carees. 

To the Creolee — to the incoming lower class of an- 
peratitioDB Gennans, Irish, Sicilians, and others — he 
became an omen and embodimwit of public and pri- 
vate ill-fortune. Upon him all the vagaries of their 
SUperetitioQs gathered and grew. If a house canght 
fire, it was Imputed to his machinations. Did a wo- 
man go off in a fit, he had bewitched her. Did a 
child stray off for an honr, the mother sbivereil with 
the apprehension that Jean Poqueliu had offered him 
to strange gods. The house was the subject of every 
bad boy's invention who loved to contrive ghostly lies. 
" Aa long as that house stands we shall Iiave bad luck. 
Do you not see our pease and beans dying, our ckb- 
b^es and lettuce going to seed and our gardens torn' 
mg to duat, while every day you can see it raining Ih 
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the woodA? The rain will never paae olti PoqueJin't 
boiiae. Ho keeps a (etlch. He has ctnjured th« 
whole Faubourg St. Mario. And why, tlie old wretch? 
Simply because our playful and innocent childrea call 
after him as he passes." 

A "Building and ImprovemeDt Company," whidi 
had not yet got ita charter, " but was goiug to," and 
which had not, indeed, any tangible capital yet, but 
"was going to have some," joined the " Jean-ah Po- 
quelin " war. The huimted pro[>erty would be such a 
capital site for a market-house ! They sent a deputa- 
tion to the old mansion to ask its occupant to sell. 
The deputation never got beyond the chained gate and 
a very barren interview with the African mute. The 
President of the Board was t^en empowered (for he 
bad studied French in FeuDsylvania and was consid- 
ered qualified) to call and persuade M. Poquelin to 
Bnbscribe to the company's stock ; but — 

"Fact is, gentlemen," he said at the next meeting, 
" it would take us at least twelve months to make Mr. 
Pokaleen understand the rather original features of 
onr system, and be wouldn't subscribe when we'd 
done ; besides, the only way to see him is to stop him 
on the street." 

There was a great laugh from the Board ; they 
couldn't help it. " Better meet a bear robbed of her 
whelps," said one. 

"You're mistaken as to that," said the President. 
"I did meet him, and stopped him, and found him 
qait« polite. But I could get no satisfaction from 
Ub ; the fellow wouldn't talk iu French, and when I 
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(pokj in EogUsb he hoisted bis old sboalders ap, and 
gave the same answer to every thing I said." 

" And that naa — ? " asked one or two, impati«nt 
of the pause. 

" That it ' don't worse w'ile? ' " 

One of the Board said: "Mr. President, thia mar- 
ket-hoase project, as I take it, is not altogether a 
selfieb one j the cominunity is to be benefited by it. 
We may feel that we are working in the public inter* 
eat [the Board smiled knowingly], if we employ all 
possible means to oust this old nukance from among 
DB. Too may know that at the time the street was 
cut through, this old Poquelann did all he could to 
prevent it. It was owing to a certain connection 
which I had with that affair that I beard a ghost story 
[smiles, followed by a sudden digniSed check] — ghost 
story, which, of course, I am not going to relate ; but 
I may say that my profound convictiou, arising from a 
prolonged study of that story, is, that this old villain, 
John Poquelann, has bis brother locked up in that old 
house. Now, if this is so, aud we can &x it on him, 
I merely suggest that we can make the matter highly 
useful. I don't know," he added, begmnmg to sit 
down, " but that it is an action we owe to the commu- 
nity — hem!" 

"How do you propose to handle the suyect?" 
asked the President. 

"I was tlunldng," said the speaker, "that, aa a 
Board of Directors, it would be unadvisable for us to 
authorize any action involving trespass; bnt if you, 
Tor ioatance, Mr. President, shonld, is it wan, fof 
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men ouriosiiy, request some one, as, for inataace, ont 
exoelleat Secretary, wmply as a persona] favor, to look 
into the matter — this U merely a suggestion." 

The Secretary smiled aufllciently to be anderstood 
that, while he certainly did Dot consider such prepos- 
terous Bervice a part of his duties as secretary, he 
might) notwithstanding, accede to the President'e re- 
quest ; and the Board adjourned. 

Little White, as the Secretary was called, was ■ 
mild, kind-hearted little man, who, nevertheless, h«cl 
uo fear of any thing, unless it was the fear of being 
unkind. 

" I tell you frankly," he privately said to the Presi- 
dent, "Igo into this purely for reasons of my own," 

The next day, a liltle after nightfall, one might 
have descried Hiis little man slipping along the rear 
fence of the Poqnelin place, preparatory to vaulting 
over into the rank, grass-grown yard, and bearing 
himself alt^ether more after the manner of a col- 
lector of rare chickens than according to the usage of 



The picture presented to his eye was not calculated 
to enliven his mind. The old mansion stood ont 
i^ainst the western sky, black and silent. One long, 
Inrid pencil-stroke aloug a sky of slate was all that 
was left of daylight. No sign of life was apparent ; 
no light at any window, unless it might have been 
on the side of the house hidden from view. No owls 
were on the chimneys, no dogs were in the yard. 

He entered the place, and ventured up behind a small 
mtHD which stood apart, l^om the house. Through ons 
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presently old Jean Poquelin came, dragging tus chKb, 
and sat down close against the sbmiog cranny. He 
spoke in a low, tender lone in Ihe French tonguC) 
making aomo inquiry. An aUBwer cacie from wiUdn. 
Was it the voice ot a human? So unoatoral was it 

— so hollow, so discordant, so unearthly — that t^e 
stealthy listener ehuddcred again from head to foot , 
and when something stirred in some bnshes near by — 
though it may have been nothing more than a rat 

— and came scuttling through the grass, the little 
Secretary actually turned and fled. As he left the 
enclosure he moved with bolder leisure through the 
bushes ; yet now and then he spoke aloud : " Oh, oh ! 
I aee, I understand ! " and shut his eyes in his hands. 

How strange that henceforth little White was the 
champion of Jean Foquetin ! In season and out of 
season — wherever a word was uttered against him — 
the Secretary, with a quiet, aggressive force that in- 
stantly arrested gossip, demanded upon what authority 
the statement or conjecture was made ; but as he did 
not condescend to explain his own remarkable atti- 
tude, it was not long before the disrelish and suspicion 
which had followed Jean Poquelin so many years fell 
also upon him. 

It was only the next evening but oue after his 
adventure that he made himself a source of sullen 
amazement to one hundred and Gfty boys, by ordering 
them to desist from their wanton hallooing. Old Jean 
Poquelin, standing and shaking his cane, rulliug out 
his loDg-drawn maledictions, paused and stared, then 
fftTe the Secretary a oourteoua bow and started oa 
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Hie Ijoys, aare one, from pure utoiusbment, <,ea«e<t 
but a ruffianly little Irish lad, moi« daring than any 
had yet been, threw a big hurtling clod, that stiuck 
old Poquelin between the Bboulders and borst like a 
shell. The enraged old man wheeled with uplifted 
BtafF to give chase to the ecampering Tagabond ; and 
— he may have tripped, oi he may not, but he fell ftill 
length. Little White hastened to help him up, but he 
waved him oS with a fierce imprecation and stt^ering 
to his feet resumed his way homeward. Hie lips were 
reddened with blood. 

Little White was oa his way to the meeting of the 
Board. He would have given all he dared spend to 
have staid away, for he felt both too fierce and too 
tremulous to brook the criticiams that were likely to bo 
made. 

"I can't help it, gentlemen; I can't help you to 
make a case against the old man, uid I'm not going 
to." 

"We did not expect this disappointment, Mr. 



"I can't help that, sir. No, air; you had better 
not appoint any more inveettgationa. Somcbody'll in- 
vestigate himself into trouble. No, sir; it isn't a 
threat, it is only my advice, but I warn you that who- 
ever takes the task in hand will rue it to his dying day 
— which may be hastened, too." 
The President expressed himself " surprised." 
"I don't care a rush," answered litUe White, 
wildly and foolishly. " I don't care a rush if you an, 
■if. No, my nerves are not disordered ; my bead's at 
dear as a bell. No, I'm not excited." 
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A Director remarked that the Secretary looked M 
tiiough he had waked from a nightmare. 

" Well, eir, if you want to know tbe fact, I have ; 
and if you chooBe to cultivate old Poqnetin'a BOci«ty 
you can have one, too." 

" White," called a facetious member, but White did 
Qot notice. '^ While," he caUed again. 

"What?" demanded White, with a Bcowl. 

" Did you see the ghost? " 

"Yes, air; I did," cried White, hitting the table, 
and handing the Presideut a paper which brought the 
Board to other business. 

The etory got among tbe gossips that somebody 
(they were afraid to say little White) had been to the 
Poquelin mansion by night and beheld something ap- 
palling. Tiae rumor was but a shadow of the trut^, 
magnified and distorted as is the manner of shadows. 
He had seen skeletons walking, and had barely escaped 
the clutches of one by making the sign of the cross. 

Some madcap boys with an appetite for the horrible 
plucked up course to venture through the dried marsh 
by the cattle-path, and come before the house at a 
spectral hour when the air was full of bal«. Some- 
thing which they but half saw — half a sight was 
enough — sent them tearing back through the w^iUow- 
brakes and acacia bushes to their homes, where they 
fairly dropped down, and cried : 

"Was it white?" "No — yes — nearly so — we 
can't tell — but we saw it." And one could hardly 
doubt, to look at their ashen faces, tliat they had. 
whatever it was- 
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If that old naod lived id Um ooootry we coom 
said certaiD Amiricaina. "h«'d hxn beu 
tarred and feathered before now. wouldn't be, Saa- 
dsra?" 

*' Well, now he Jost would," 

*' And we'd have rid blm on a rail, wouldn't wa? " 

" That's what I allow." 

" Tell you what joa covJd do." They wore talking 
to some roUicking Creoles who had assumed an abso 
inte necessity for doing something. " What la It yon 
call this thing where an old man marries a young girl, 
and yon come out with horns and " — 

^^ Charivarif" asked the Creoles. 

"Tes, that's it. Why don't yon shiTaree him?" 
Felicitous suggestion. 

Little White, with his wife beside him, was sitting 
on their doorstepa on the sidewalk, as Creole cnstou) 
hod taught them, looking toward the sunset. They 
had moved into the lately-opened strest. The view 
was not attractive on the score of beauty. The houses 
were small and scattered, and across the flat commons, 
spite of the lofty tangle of weeds and bushes, and 
spite of the thickets of acacia, they needs must see the 
diional old Poquellu mansion, tilted awry and shutting 
out the declining sun. The moon, white and slender, 
was has^wg the tip ct its bom over one of tb« chim> 
neys. 

" And you aay," eaifl the Secretary, " the old blaok 
man has been going by here alone? Fatty, snppoaa 
old Poquelin should be concocting some mischief ; h« 
don't lack provocation ; the way that clod hit him th« 
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other tlay waa enough to have killed him. Why, 
Patty, he dropped as quick as thai ! No wonder you 
haven't seeD him. I wonder if they haven't beard 
something about him up at the drug-etore. Suppow 
I go and see." 

"Do," aaid hie wifa 

She sat alone for half an hour, watching that Btid- 
den going out of the day peculiai' to the latitude. 

"That moon is ghost enough for one house," ahe 
aaid, as her husband returned. "It has gone right 
down the chimney." 

"Patty," said little White, "the drug-clerk says 
the boys are going to skivaree old Poquelin to-night 
I'm going to try to stop it." 

"Why, White," said hia wife, "you'd better not 
You'd get hurt" 

"No, I'll not" 

"Yes, you will." 

"I'm going to eit out here until they oome along. 
They're compelled to pass right by here." 

"Why, White, it may be midnight befoi-e they 
dtort i you're not going to ait out here till then." 

"Yes, lam." 

"Well, you're very foolish," aaid Mrs. White in an 
undertone, looking anxious, and tapping one of the 
steps with her foot. 

They sat a vei^ long time talking over little family 
matters. 

" What's that ? " at last said Mrs. White. 

"That's the nine-o'clock gun," said White, and 
they relapsed into a long-sustained, di-owsy silence. 
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"I'm not sleepy." 

" Well, yoa're very fooliah," quietly renurked Uttia 
White, and again eilence fell upon them. 

" Patfy, suppose I walk ont to ttie old faooM and 
see if I can find out any thing. " 

"Suppose," said she, "you don't do any sach — 
listen I " 

Down the street arose a great habbub. Dogs and 
boys were howling and barklDg ; men were laoghing, 
sbonting, groaning, and blowing home, whooping, and 
clanking cow-bells, whinnying, and howling, and rat- 
tling pots and pans. 

"They are coming this way," sud little White. 
" You had better go into the bouse, Patty." 

"So had yon." 

"No. I'm going to see if I can't atop them." 

"Why, White!" 

"I'll be back in a minut«," said White, and went 
toward the noise. 

In a few momenta the little Secretary met the mob. 
The pen hesitates on the word, for there is a respecta- 
ble difference, measurable only on the scale of the half 
century, between a mob and a charivari. Little White 
lifted his ineffectual voice. He faced) the head of the 
disorderly column, and cast himself about as if ae 
were made of wood and moTcd by the Jerk of a string. 
He rushed to one who seemed, from the size and clat- 
ter of his tin pan, to be a leader. " Stop theae fel- 
Urns, Bienvenu, ttop thtmjiut a minute, (fQ IttH tham 
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tomethmg." Bienvena turned and bmndisbed bn tn- 
itmmentB of discord in an imploring way to the crowd. 
They slackened their pace, two or three hashed their 
borne and joined the prayer of little White and Bien- 
Tcau for silence. The throng halted. Tbe hush wu 
dfllicions. 

" Bienvena," said little White, " don't shiTaree old 
Foquelin to-night ; he's ' ' — 

"My fwang," eaid the swaying Bienvenu, "who 
tail yon I goln' to chahivahi somebody, ehF You sink 
bickanae I make a little playfool wiz zis tin pan zat I 
am dhonkt" 

" Oh, no, BieDvena, old fellow, joa're all right. 1 
was afraid you might not know that old Poqaelin was 
■i(d[, you know, but you're not going there, are you?" 

" My fwang, I vay soy to tail jon zat you ah dbonk 
u de dev'. I am skem. of you. I ham ze servan' of 
ze publique. Zese citoyens goln' to wickwest Jean 
Poqnelin to give to the Ursnline' two hondred flf^y 
dolla'" — 

'* Si gwoil " cried a listener, " Cinq cent puistru, 
oail" 

"Out/" said Bienvenu, "and if hewiffosewe make 
tdm some lit' musique; ta-r&ta!" He hoisted a 
meriy hand and foot, then frowning, added: "Old 
Poqaelin got no bizntz dhink s'much w'isky." 

"But, gentlemen," said little White, around whom 
a circle had gathered, " the old man is very sick." 

" My faith ! ' ' cried a tiny Creole , " we did not mak« 
hiiB to be sick. Wen we have say we going make It 
eharwan, do you want that we hall tdl a lie? Uj 
faith I 'ifoolal" 
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"But you can sbivaree somebody else," fl>id de» 
pent« liUle White. 

'^Ouit" cried Bienvenu, "«( chahivahx JeaD-ah 
Poquelin tomo'w I " 

" Let UH go to Madame Schneider 1 " cried two or 
three, and amid huzzas and confused cries, among 
which was heard a stentorian Celtic call for drinks, tbe 
crowd again began to move. 

" Cent piastres povr I'kdpitoJ de ckaritdl " 

"Hurrah! " 

" One hongred dolla' for Charity Hospital ! " 

"Hurrah! " 

" Whang I " went a tin pan, the crowd yelled, and 
Pandemonium gaped again. They were off at a right 
angle. 

Nodding, Mrs. White looked at the mantle-clock. 

"Well, if it isn't away after midnight." 

The hideous noise down street was paasing beyond 
earshot. She raised a sash and listened. For a ■•■ 
ment there was silence. Some one came to the door. 

"Is that you, White?" 

"Tes." He entered. "I succeeded, Patty." 

" Did you? " said Patty, ]oyfuUy. 

"Tea, They've gone down to shivaree the old 
Datchwoman who married her step-daughter's sweet 
heart. They say she has got to pay a hundred dollan 
to the hospital before they stop." 

Tbe couple retired, and Mrs. White slnmbered. 
She was awakened by her husband snapping the lid g| 
kis watch. 

"Whftttime?" sbeaakfld. 
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w«7 looking very stem and sad. To each new -ooiimi 
he put the same question : 

*' Did you come here to go to old Poquelin'B? '* 

"Yes." 

"He's dead." Aud if the shocked hearer startMl 
away he would say : " Don't go away." 

"Why not?" 

" I want yon to go to the funBral presently." 

If some Loaisianian, too loyal to dear France oi 
Spain to onderstand English, looked bewildered, some 
*ne wonld interpret for him ; and presently they went. 
Little ^Vliite led the van, the crowd trooping after him 
down the middle of the way. The gate, that had 
never been seen before unchained, was open. Stem 
little White stopped a short distance from it; the 
rabble stopped behind him. Something was moi-ing 
out from under the veranda. The many whisperers 
stretohed upward to see. The African mute came very 
slowly toward the gate, leading by a cord in the nose 
a small brown bull, which was harnessed to a rude 
cart. On the flat body of the cart, under a black 
cloth, were seen the outlines of a long box. 

" Hats off, gentlemen," said little White, as the box 
came in view, and the crowd silently uncovered. 

"Gentlemen," said little White, "here come the 
last remains of Jean Marie Poqnelin, a better man, 
I'm afraid, with all his sins, — yes a better — a kinder 
man to his blood — a man of mora self-forgetful good- 
ness — than all of yon put together will ever dare to 
be." 

There was a profound hnah ae the Tehicla came 



iiMMBgttroa^ Uke gate; but wben it toned awaj 
flan thm towmid the foreat, tboM in 1 
nddenly. Tbrae was % bickw&rd rush, then all stood 
Btin »g*ia stiriog oite way ; for tbere. behind the Mer, 
with (yes cast down and labored step, nlked tba 
living renudna — all that iras left — of little Jaoquea 
Poqnelin, the long-hidden brotber — a leper, aa irtdtc 
as SHOW 

Djmb witb hoiror, the cringing crowd gazed apoa 
the walking death. They watched, in silent awe, tbe 
slow cortige creep down the loog, etntlgbt road and 
leaaen on the view, ontil by sad by it stopped where a 
wild, anfreqaeated path branched off into tbe i 
growth toward the rear of the ancient city. 

"They are goii^ to ttie Terrt aux lApma," said 

ttne in the crowd. The rest watched them in silence. 
The little boll was set ftee; the mate, with the 
strength of an ape, lifted the long box to his shoulder. 
For a moment more tbe mute and the leper stood tn 
^ht, while the former adjusted his heavy burden; 
then, without one backward glance npon the onkjtid 
human world, tumii^ their faces toward tbe ridge in 
the depths of the swamp known as the Leper's Land, 
fliey stepped tnto the Jonglo, disappeared, and wen 
MTer seal again. 
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Kkbhias Kopna was a losy-faoed, beftrdlees yooag 
Dctchman. He was one of Uutt anDy of genUeineti 
who, after the purchase of Louisiana, swanned from 
all parts of the commercial world, over the tnouDtiUDB 
of Franco-Spanish exclnsiveness, like the Gotha otst 
the Pyrenees, and settled down in Ncv Orleans to pick 
ap their fortunes, with the diligence of hungry pigeons. 
He may have been a GermaD ; the distinction vas too 
fine for Creole haste and disrelish. 

He made his home in a room with one dormer win- 
dow looking out, and somewhat down, upon a building 
opposite, which still stands, flush with the street, a 
century old. Its big, round-arched windows in a longt 
second-story row, are walled up, and two or three from 
time to time have had smaller windows let into them 
again, with odd little latticed peep-holes in their batten 
shutters. This had already been done when Kristian 
Koppig Grst began to look at them from his sectary 
donner window. 

All the features of the building lead me to gueaa 
Out it is a remnant of the old Spanish Barracks, 
whoM extensive structore fell by goremmcDt sale iota 
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^TKte hands a long time ago. At the end toward the 
swamp a great, oriental-looking passage is left, with 
an arched entrance, and a pair of ponderous wooden 
doors. Yon look at it, and almost eee Count O'Reillj's 
artillery come bamping and trundling ont, and dash 
around into the ancient Plaza to bang away at Eiug 
St. Charles's birthday. 

I do not know who lives there now. You might 
stand about on the opposite banquette for weeks and 
never find out. I suppose it is a residence, for it does 
not look like one. That is the rule in that region. 

In the good old times of duels, and b^atelle- clubs, 
and theatre-balls, and Cayetano's circus, Kriatian 
Koppig rooming as described, there lived in the por- 
tion of this house, partly overhanging tlie archway, a 
palish handsome woman, by the name — or going by 
the name — of Madame John. You would hardly 
have thought of her being " colored." Though fad- 
ing, she was still of very attractive countenance, Cne, 
rather severe features, nearly straight hair carefully 
kept, and that vivid black eye so peculiar to her kind. 
Her smile, which came and went with her talk, was 
sweet and exceedingly irtelligent; and sometfiing 
told jou, as you looked at her, that she was one who 
had had to learn a great deal in this troublesome life. 

"But!"- — tjie Creole lads in the street would say 
— " — her daughter ! " and there would be lifting of 
arms, wringing of fingers, rolling of eyes, rounding 
of mouths, gaspmgs and clasping of hands. ' ' So bean- 
tifnl, beautiful, beautiful ! White? — whit« like « water 
lily ! White — like a m^nolia 1 ' ' 
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ApplftUM would follow, and inTooatiob of aU tta 
•aints to witneu. 

And she oould sing. 

"Sing?" (dudunfolly) — " If a mooUng^binl cm 
aing! H»l " 

They could Dot tetl Just how old Bhe wm; the; 
" would give her ftbout seventeen." 

Mother und dftoghter were very fond. The neigh- 
bors oould he&r tbem call each other pet names, aul 
see them Bitting together, ftewing, talking happily to 
each other in the nnceasing French way, and see them 
go cut and come in together on their little tasks aad 
errands. " 'Tite Poulette," the daughter was called; 
she never went ont alone. 

And who was this Madame John? 

■'Why, yoD know! — slke was" — said the wig- 
maker at the coraer to Kriatian Kopplg — " I'U tell 
you. Yon know? — she was" — aud the rest atom- 
ized off in a rasping whisper. She was the beat 
yellow-ferer nureo in a thouBand yards roond ; but 
that is not what the wig-maker said. 

A block nearer the river stands a house altogether 
different from the remnant of old barracks. It is of 
fimine, with a deep front gallery over which the roof 
extends. It has become a den of Italians, who sell 
fnel by daylight, and by night are up to no telling 
iriut extent of deviltry, "nils was once the home of 
• gay gentleman, whose first name happened to ba 
John. He was a member of tiio Good Children Social 
Club. As his parents tired with him, his wife woulil, 
acoording to custom, have been called Mylawy^ John ' 
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but he had no wife. HIa father died, then hia moUuri 
Uat of ftll, himself. As be ia about to be off, !■ 
comes Madame John, with "Tito Foolette, thea aa 
uifant, on her arm. 

"Zaili," said be, "I am gomg." 

She bowed her head, and wept. 

" You have been very faithful to me, Zalli." 

She wept on, 

" Nobody to take care of you now, Zalli." 

ZaUi only went on weeping. 

" I want to give you thia house, Zalli ; it is for yon 
and the little one." 

An hour after, amid the sobs of Madame John, she 
and the "little one "Inherited the bouse, each aa it 
was. With the fatal caation which characterizes igno- 
rance, she sold the property and placed the proceeds 
in a bank, which made haste to fail. She put on 
widow'a weeds, and wore them still when 'Tite Pou- 
lette " had aeKentoen," aa the frantic lads would say, 

How they did chatter over her. Qniet Kristian 
Eopplg had never seen the like. He wrote to his 
mother, and told ber so. A pretty fellow at the cor 
□er would suddenly doable himself up with beckoning 
to a knot of chums ; Uiese would hasten np ; recmita 
would come in from two or tliree other dlrrctions ; as 
they reached the comer their countenauces would 
quickly assume a genteel severity, and presently, with 
her mother, 'Tite Poolette would pass — tall, straight, 
lithe, ber great black eyes made tender by their sweep- 
ing lashcB, ttie faintest tint of color in her Southern 
cheek, ber form all gtKce, her cami^e a wonder of 
simple dignity. 
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The inBtant she was gone every tongue was let elip 
on the marvel of her beauty ; but, though theirs were 
only the loose New Orlcane morals of over fifty years 
Ago, their unleashed tongues never had attempted nny 
greater liberty than to take up the pet name, 'Tite 
Poulette. And yet the mother was aoon to be, as ne 
shall discover, a, paid dancer at the Salle de Condi. 

To ZaJli, of course, as to all "quadroon ladiea,' 
the feativitiea of the Conde-street ball-room were fa- 
miliar of old. There, in the bappy days when dear 
Monsieur John was young, and the eighteenth century 
old, she had often repaired under guard of her mother 
— dead now, alas ! — and Monsieur John would slip 
away from the dull play and dry society of ThS&tre 
d'Ort^ans, and come around with his crowd of elegant 
friends ; and through the long sweet hours of the ball 
she had danced, and laughed, and coquetted under her 
satin mask, even to the baffling and tonneuting of that 
prince of gentlemen, dear Monsieur J«hn himself. 
No man of questionable blood dare set bis foot within 
the door. Many noble gentlemen were pleased to 

dance with her. Colonel De and Genaral La 

: city councilmen and officers from the Govern- 
ment House. There were no paid dancers then. 
Every thing woj decorously conducted indeed ! Every 
girl's mother was there, and the more discreet always 
left before there was too much cbrinking. Yea, it was 
gay, gay! — but sometimes dangerous. Ha! more 
tim«8 than a few had Monsieur John knocked down 
aome long-haired and long-knifed rowdy, and kicked 
the breath out of him for looking aancily at her ; but 
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thftt was like him, he wu bo brave anl kind ; - 
he is gone I 

There was no room for widow's weeds there. 
when she put these on, her glittering ejes never again 
looked through her pink and white mask, and she wm 
glad of il ; for never, n«ver in her life had thay m 
looked for anybody but her dear Monsieur John, and 
now he was in heaven — so the priest said — and she 
was a aick-nnrse. 

Living was hard work ; and, as Madame John had 
been brought up tenderly, and had done what she 
could to rear her daughter in the same mistaken way, 
with, of course, no more education than the ladies in 
society got, they knew nothing beyond a litUe music 
and embroidery. The^ struggled as they oonld, 
faintly ; now giving a few private dancing lessons, 
now dressing hair, but ever beat back by the steady 
detestation cf thoir imperious patronesses ; and, by 
and by, for want of that priceless worldly grace known 
among the flippant as " money- sense," these two poor 
children, bom of misfortune and the complacent bad- 
ness ol the times, began to be in want. 

Eriatian Koppig noticed from bis dormer window 
one day a man standing at tlie b g archway opposite, 
and clanking tbe brass knocker ol the wicket that was 
in one of the doors. He was a smooth man, with hii 
hair parted in the middle, and his cigarette poised on 
a tiny gold holder. He waited a moment, politely 
cursed the dvat, knocked again, threw his sleodel 
sword-cane onder his arm, and wiped the inside of Ul 
hat with his handkerchief. 



and I 

So I 

zain B 
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Hadame John held a parley with him at tbe wickei. 
'Tite Poalctt« was nowhere seen. He stood at the 
gate while Madame John went up-ataira. Ejiatias 
Eoppig know him. He knew him aa one knows ■ 
Boake. He was the manager of the Saiie da Condi 
Presently Madame John retarned with a little handle, 
and they hurried oft blether. 

And now what did tliis mean? Why, by any one of 
ardinary acuteaeas the matter was easily understood, 
but, to tell the truth, Kristian Koppig was a trifle dnll, 
and got the idea at once that some damage was being 
planned agaiust 'Tite Foulette. It made the gentle 
Dutchman miserable not to be minding his own bnai 
nesa, and yet — 

"But the woman certainty wUl not attempt" — 
said he to himself — "no, no! she cannot." No* 
being able to guess what he meant, I caanot say 
whether she could or not. I know that next day 
Eristian Koppig, glancing eagerly over the " Ami del 
Lois," read an advertisement which he bad always 
before skipped with a frown. It was headed, '^ SaUe 
de Condi," and, being interpreted, signified that anew 
dance was to be introduced, the Danae de Chinoie, 
and that a young lady would follow it with the famous 
" Danse dit Shavil." 

It was tbe Ssbbatb. Tbe young man watched the 
opposite window steadily and painfully from early in 
the afternoon until the moon shone bright ; and from 
the time the moon shone bright until Madame John I — ■ 
Joy 1 — Msdame John 1 and not 'Tite Ponlette, stepped 
through the wicket, much dseased and wall ntifBai. 
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Afid burned off toward the Sue Condi. Madtme Jobo 
waa the "young lad;;" and the young man's mind, 
glad to return to its own snimposBioned affaira, re- 
lapsed into quietude. 

Madame John danced beautifully. It had to be 
done. It brought some pay, and pay was bread ; and 
every Sunday evening, with a touch here and there of 
punt and powder, the mother danced the dance of the 
shawl, the daughter remaining at home alone. 

Eristiau Eoppig, simple, alow-thlnMng young Dutch- 
man, never noticing that he staid at home with bis 
window darkened for the very purpose, wonid see her 
come to her window and look out with a little wild, 
alarmed look in her magnificent eyes, and go and come 
i^ain, and again, until the mother, like a etonn-driven 
bird, came panting home. 

Two or three months went by. 

One night, on the mother's return, Kristiaa Koppig 
ooming to his room nearly st the same moment, there 
was much earnest conversation, which be could see, 
but not hear. 

" 'Tite Poulette," said Madame John, "yon are 
Mrenteen." 

"Tme, Mamso." 

" Ah I my child, I see not bow you are to meet the 
fnture." The voice trembled plaintively. 

"But bow, Maman? " 

"Abl you are not like otber^; no fortune, co 
plewnre, no friend." 

" M^TnaFi ! " 

"No, noi — I thank God for it; Imd glad yon ua 
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not; bat foa will be looely, looely, all your poor life 
iong. There is do place in this world for ue pool 
womon. I wish that we wore cither white or black I " 
— aiid the tears, two "shining ones," Btood in the 
poor qnitdroon's eyes. 

Th3 daughter stood up, hor eyes flashing. 

" God made ua, MamaD," she said with a gentle, 
but stately smile. 

*' Ha ! " said the mother, her keen glance darting 
through her tears, " Sin made me, yes." 

" No," said 'Tite Poulette, " God made us. He 
nade us Just as we sj'e; not more white, not more 
black." 

" He made yoa, truly I " said Zalli. " You are so 
beautiful; I believe it well." She reached and drew 
the fair form 'o a kneeling posture. "My eweet, 
white daughter!" 

Now the tears were in the girl's eyes. " And could 
I be whiter than I am ? " she asked. 

"Oh, no, no! 'Tite Poulette," cried the other; 
"but if we were only real white I — both of us ; so 
that some geotlemaa might come to sec me and say 
^Madame John, I want your pretty little chick. She 
is so beautiful. I want to take her home. She is bo 
good — I want her to be my wife.' Oh, my child, my 
child, to see that 1 would give my life — I would give 
m; soul 1 Only you should take me along to be your 
servant. I walked behind two young men to-night; 
they Wire coming home from their office p'Mentlj 
Ihey began to talk about you." 

'Tite Pouletto's eym flashed fire. 
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'* No, m; child, they spoke only the beet things 
One Unghed a, little at times and kept Baying ' Be- 
ware I' but the other — I prayed the Virgin to bleet 
him, he apoke such kind and noble words. Such 
gentle [»ty ; such a holy heart 1 ' May God defend 
ber,' he aaid, ckerie; he said, ' May God defend her, 
for I see no help for her.' The other one laughed 
and left him. He stopped in the door right acroea the 
street. Ah, my child, do you blush? Is that some- 
thing to bring the rose to your cheek? Uasy fine 
gentlemen at the ball ask me often, ' How is youi 
daoghter, Madame John ? '" 

The daughter's foce was thrown into the mother's 
lap, not BO well satisfied, now, with Grod'a handiwork. 
Ah, how she wept ! Sdh, sob, sob ; gasps and sighs 
and stifled eJacolaUons, her small right hand clinched 
and beating on her mother's knee ; and tbe mother 
weeping over her. 

Eriatian Eoppig shut his window. Nothing but a 
generous heart and a Dutchman's phlegm could have 
done BO at that momeat. And even thou, Ciistian 
Koppig I for the window closed very slowly. 

He wrote to hia mother, thus : 

" In thlB wicked city, I see none so fair as the poor 
girl who lives opposite me, and who, alas! though so 
fair, is one of those whom the taint of caste has 
cursed. She lives a lonely, innocent life in the midst 
of cormption, like the lilies I find here in the marshes., 
Aod I have great pity for ber. ' God defend her, ' I 
said b>night to a fellow clerk, ' I see no help for ber.' 
I know there ia a natural, and I think proper, horns 
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i< Bixad blood (ixcmi the meittioii, nrset Botker). 
^ I fed tk, too : and yet if abe were in BoUand t» 
di(f, BOt oao of « hmdred soiton wooM d«tact (lie 



In Bi»c)i Etnin this Tooug Dun wrote on trying tc 
dcflioasti«te the otter impoesibilit; of his erer loTiog 
tte loTftble Dnfortonate, antil the midnight tolling of 
the nthedrsl clock sent him to bed. 

About the same hoor Zalli and Ttts I\Kiletta ware 
kining good-night. 

" "nte FOolette, I want 70a to promiM me om 

•tog." 

"Well, Munan?" 

"If any gentleman ahoatd ever love you and aak 
joa to marry. — not knowing, yoa know, — promiae 
■e yon will not tell him you are not white." 

" It can never be," said 'Tit* Foulette. 

"But if it ritoold," said Madame John plead- 

togJy- 

"And break the law?" asked "nt« Poolette, 1» 
patientiy. 

" Bat the law is anjnst," xald the mother. 

"Bnt it ia the law I" 

"Bnt yon will not, dearie, will yon?" 

*< I wonld sorely tell him I " aaid the daughter. 

Wben Zalli, for some cause, went next morning lo 
His window, aho started. 

" "Tite Poolette I" — she called aofUy withoot mov- 
ing. The daughter came. The yoong man, whoae 
Idea of propriety had actuated him to this display, 
was sitting in the dormer window, reading. Motluu 
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uid daughter bent a steady gaze at each uther. Il 
meant in French, " If he saw ua last night I " — 

"Ah I dear," said the mother, her face beaming 
with fun — 

"What can it be, Maman?" 

"He speaks — oh I ba, ha I — -he speaks — such 
miserable French ! " 



It came to pass one morning at early dawn that Zalli 
and 'Tite Ponlette, going to mass, paascd a caf4, just 
as — who ahoald be coming out but Monsieur, tbe 
manager of the SaRe de Condi. He had not yet gone 
to bed. Monsieur was astonished. He bad a French- 
man's eye for the beautiful, and certainly there the 
beautiful was. He had heard of Madame John's 
daughter, and had hoped once to see her, but did not' 
but conld this be she? 

They disappeared within the cathedral. A sudden 
pang of piety moved him; he followed. 'Tite Pon- 
lette was already kneeling in the aisle. Zalli, still in 
tlie vestibule, was Juet taking her hand from the font 
of holy -water. 

" Madame John," whispered the manager. 

She courtesied. 

"Madame John, that young lady — is she yoni 
daughter? " 

"She — she — is my daughter," said Zalli, with 
somewhat of alarm in her face, which the maoaget 
misinterpreted. 

" I think not, Madame John." He shook his head, 
smiling as one too wise to be fooled. 
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**Tes, AfoDsieur, Bh« \b vay daugfater." 

"O no, Madame John, it is only make-belicTOi 1 
Uiink." 

*' I sfrear she ia. Monsieur de la Rue." 

" la that possible ? " pretending to waver, but ooa 
vinoed in his heart of hearts, bj Zalli's slarm, that 
she was lying. " But how? Why does she not come 
to our ball-room with you?" 

21aUi, trying to get away from him, ehnigged aud 
smiled. " Each to his taste, Monsieur ; it pleases her 
not." 

She was escaping, but be followed oue step more. 
" I shall come to see you, Madame John." 

She whirled and attacked him with her eyes. "Mon- 
sieur must not give himself the trouble I " she said, the 
eyes at the same time adding, " Dare to come I " She 
turned again, and knelt to her devotions. The mana- 
ger dipped in the font, crossed himself, and de- 
parted. 

Several weeks went by, an.d M. de la Rue had not 
accepted the fierce challenge of Madame John's eyes. 
One or two Sunday nights she had succeeded in avoid- 
ing him, though fulfilling her engagement in the Salle; 
but by and by pay-day, — a Saturday, — came round, 
and though the pay was ready, she was loath to go up 
to Monsieur's little office. 

It was an afternoon in May. Madame John csma 
to her own room, and, with a sigh, sank into a chair. 
Her eyes were wet. 

''Did you go to his office, dear mother?" aaked 



I "lite Poulette. 
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"I coold Dot," she uiBvered, dropping her [m« n 
her hands. 

" Maman, he has seen me at the window I " 

" While I was gone? " cried the mother. 

"He passed on the other side of the street. He 
looked Qp purposely, and saw me." The Bpeaker*! 
cheeks were burning red. 

Zalli wrung her hands. 

" It is nothing, mother ; do not go near him." 

" But the pay, my child." 

"The pay matters not." 

'* Bnt be will bring it here ; he wants the ohance." 

That was the trouble, sure enough. 

About this time Eriatian Koppig lost his positioD in 
the Grerman importing hoase where, he had fondly told 
his mother, he was indispensal)Ie. 

" Snauier was coming on," the senior said, " and 
yon see our youg men are almost idle. Tes, our en- 
gagement mu for a year, bnt ah — we could not fore- 
see" — etc., etc., " besides" (attempting a parting 
flattery), "your father is a rich gentleman, and yon 
ean afford to take the summer easy. If we can ever 
be of any service to you," etc., etc. 

So the young Dutchman spent the afternoons at hia 
dormer window reading and glancing down at the little 
casement opposite, where a small, rude shelf had 
lately been put out, holding a row of cigar-boias with 
wretched little botanical specimens in them trying to 
die. "Tite Poulett« was their gardener ; and it was 
odd to see, — dry weather or wet, — how many water- 
inga per day those phinta could take. She iMTcr kxAed 
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dp froni her task ; but I know ahe performed It with 
that nnackiiowledged pleasure which all girls Ioy« uid 
deny, th&t of being looked apoD by noble eyss. 

On this peculiar Saturday afternoon in May, Kristian 
Koppig had been witness of the distressful scene over 
the way. It occurred to 'Tite Poulette that such might 
be the case, and she stepped to the casement to shut 
it. As she did so, the marvellous delicacy of KristiaD 
Eoppig moved him to draw in one of his shutters. 
Both yonog heads came out at one moment, while at 
the same iastant — 

" Bap, rap, rap, rap, rap I "claoked the knocker on 
the wicket. The black eyes of the maiden and the 
blue over the way, from looking into each other for 
the first time in life, glanced down to the arched door- 
way upon Monsieur the luant^er. Then the black 
eyes disappeared within, and Eristiau Eoppig thought 
again, and re-openiog his shatter, stood np at the win- 
dow prepared to become a bold spectator of what 
might follow. 

But for a moment nothing followed. 

"Trouble over there," thought the rosy Dutchman, 
and waited. The manager wiiited too, rubbing his hat 
and brushing his clothes with the tips of his kidded 
fii^^ers. 

"They do not wish to see him," slowly concluded 
the spectator. 

" Rap, rap, rap, rap, rap! " qnoth the knocker, and 
M. de la Rue looked up around at the windows ofH 
posite and noticed the handsome young DntchnMi 
looking at him. 



OLD aiiBOLE DAYS. 

" Dutoh ! " Baid the mBnager softlv, between his 
teeth. 

"He ia staring at me," said Eriatian Koppig to 
himaelf ; — " but theii I am staring at liim, wliich w 
counts for it." 

A long pause, and then another long rapping. 

"They want him to go away," thought Koppig. 

"Knock hard'/'Buggeated a a treet youngster, stand* 
ingby. 

"Bap, rap" — The manager had no sooner re- 
commenced than several neighbors looked out of doors 
and windows. 

"Very hmi," thought our Dutchman ; "somebody 
should make him go oft I wonder what they will 
do." 

The manager stepped into the street, looked up at 
the dosed window, returned to the knocker, and stood 
with it in hia hand, 

" They are all gone out. Monsieur," said the street- 
youngster. 

"Tou lie 1" said the cynosure of neighboring eyes. 

" Ah ! " thought Kristian Koppig ; " I will go down 
Bffld ask him "^ Here his thoughts lost outHoe ; he 
was only convinced that he had somewhat to say to 
him, and turned to go down stairs. In going he be- 
came a little vexed with himself because he could not 
help huiTying. He noticed, t-oo, that his arm holding 
the atair-rail trembled In a silly way, whereas he was 
perfectly calm. Precisely aa he reached the atreet- 
door the manager raised the knocker ; but the latch 
olicked and the wicket was drawn slightly ajar. 
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Inside conid Just he descried Hadame John. The 
mauager bowed, smiled, talked, tatkctl on, held monc; 
in his hand, bowed, smiled, talked on, flourished the 
monej, smiled, bowed, talked on and plainly persisted 
in some intention to which Madame John was stead- 
fastly opposed. 

The window above, too, — it was Kristian Koppig 
who noticed that, — opened a wee bit, like the shell of 
A terrapin. Presently the manager lifted his foot and 
pnt forward an ann, as though he would enter the gate 
by pushing, but as quick as gunpowder it clapped — 
in his face I 

You conld hear the fleeing feet of Zalli poonding np 
the staircase. 

As the panting mother re-entered her room, " See, 
Maman," said 'Tite Ponlette, peeping at the window, 
" the young gentleman from over the way has 



I" 

" Holy Mary bless him ! " aaid the mother. 

"I will go over," thought Kristian Koppig, "and 
ask him kindly if he is not making a mistake." 

"What are they doing, dear?" asked the mother, 
with clasped hands. 

" They are talking ; the young man is tranquil, but 
'Sieur de la Rue is very angry," whispered the 
daughter ; and jnst then — pang I came a sharp, keen 
sound rattling up the walls on either side of the nar- 
row way, and " Aha ! " and laughter and clapping of 
female hands from two or three windows. 

" Oh 1 what a slap ! " cried the girl, half in flight, 
half in glee. Jerking herself back from the eaaemeni 



flimoltaneously with the report. But '.he " ahss " and 
langhter, and clapping of feminine hands, which still 
coDtinned, cami^ from another cause. 'Tite Foulctte'a 
rapid action had struck the slender cord that htld np 
an end ol her hanging garden, and the whole rank of 
cigar-boxGi slid from their place, turned gracefully 
over as the; shot through the air, and emptied them- 
themselves plump ui>on the head of the slapped mana- 
ger. Breathless, dirty, pale as whitewash, he gasped a 
threat to be heard from again, and, getting round the 
oomer as quick as he could walk, left Kristian Soppig, 
standing motioaless, the most astonished man in that 
street. 

"Kristian Koppig, Kristian Koppig," said Great- 
heart to himself, slowly dragging up-stairs, "what a 
mischief you have done. One poor woman certainly 
to be robbed of her bitt«r wages, and another — so 
lovely! — put to the burning shame of being the sub- 
ject of a street brawl ! What will this silly neighbor- 
hood say? ' Has the gentleman a heart as well as a 
hand?' ' Is it jealousy?' " There he paused, afraid 
himself to answer the supposed query ; and then — 
" Oh I Kristian Koppig, you have been such a dunce I " 
" And I cannot apologize to them. Who in this street 
would cany my note, and not wink and grin over il 
wilh low Bormises? I cannot even make restitution. 
Money? They would not dare receive it. Oh I Kris- 
tian Koppig, why did you not mind your own business ' 
Is she any tliingto you? Do you Iflve her? OfcourM 
not I Oh ! — such a dunce ! ' ' 

The reader will eagerly admit that however (anltj 
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tiiifl Toong mut's cx>iirse of reasoning, his oonthutm 
WSA correct. For m&rk wh&t he did. 

He went to his room, which was already giowing 
dark, shnt bb window, lighted his big DuK^b lamp, 
and sat down to write. " Something mu«t be done," 
■aid he aloud, taking np his pen; "I will be caln 
and cool ; I will be distant and brief ; but — I shall 
have to be kind or I may offend. Ah ! I shall have to 
write in French ; I foi^t that ; I write it so poorly, 
dance that I am, when all my brothers and sisters 
speak it so well." He got out his French dictionary. 
Two hours slipped by. He made a new pen, washed 
and refilled his inkstand, mended his " abominable I " 
chair, and after two hours more made another attemptt 
and another failure. " My head aches," said he, and 
lay down on his oonch, the better to frame his 
phrases. 



He was awakened by the Sabbath sunlight. The 
bells of the Cathedral and the Ursulines' chapel were 
ringing for high mass, and a mocking-bird, perching 
on a chimney-top above Madame John's rooms, was 
carolling, whistling, mewing, chirping, screaming, and 
trilling with the ecstasy of a whole May in his throat. 
" Oh I sleepy Kristian Eoppig," was the young man's 
ftrst thought, ' ' — such a dunce ! ' ' 

Madame John and daughter did not go to mass. 
The morning wore away, and their casement remained 
dosed. " They are offended," said Eristian Eoppig, 
leaving the house, and wandering up to tii« little ProV 
eMaut affair known as Christ Church, 
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" No, poflfiibl; Lhey are not," he said, retuniiiq 
and finding the shutters thrown back. 

By a ead Bceident, which mortiSed him extreoielyi 
he happened to see, lat« in the afternoon, — banll; 
conBctonB that he was looking across the street, — that 
Madame John was — dxeseing. Could it be that she 
was going to the SoUe de Cond4f He rushed to hia 
table, and began to write. 

He had gnessed aright. The wages were too pre- 
cious to be lost. The manager had written her a note. 
He begged to assure her that he was a gentlemaQ of 
the clearest cut. If he had made a mistake the pre- 
lioua afternoon, he was glad no unfortunate result 
had followed except his having been assaulted by a 
nilfian ; that the Danse du Shawl was promised in hia 
advertisement, and he hoped Madame John (whose 
wages were in hand waiting for her) would not fail t« 
assist as usual. Lastly, and delicately put, be ex- 
pressed his conviction tliat Mademoiselle was wise and 
discreet in declining to entertain gentlemen at her 
home. 

So, against much beaeechiog on the part of 'Tite 
Poolette, Madame John was going to the ball-room. 
" Maybe I can discover what 'Sieur de la Rue is plan- 
ning against Monsieur over the way," she said, know- 
ing certainly the slap would not be forgiven ; and the 
daughter, though tremblingly, at once withdrew hei 
objections. 

The heavy young Dutchman, now thoroughly elec- 
brificd, was writing like mad. He wrote and tore up, 
wrote and tore up, lighted his lamp, startdd again, and 
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kt last signed his auno. A letUr by a DatclimKii is 
French! — what <!aii be made of it in English? W« 



"Madame Ann HADSKomUjX: 

"A Btronger, s«etdng not to be scqnalnted, bnt seeing an4 
&<1miriii£ aU dajs the goodneu and high honor, begs to be par- 
doned of them for the mistakes, olosl of yesterday, and tu 
mitke reparation and satisfaction la destroying the ornament! 
of the window, as well as the loss of compensation from Uon- 
sieur the manager, with the enclosed bill of the Banque de la 
L/iulstane for fifty dollars ($50). Ajid, hoping they will seeing 
what he is meaning, remains, respectfully, 

"Kkstiaj* EoFPie. 
"P.S.— Madame mnst not go to tb« ball." 

He must bear the missive himself. He must speak 
in French. What should the words be? A. moment 
of Btady — he baa it, and is off down the long three- 
story stairway. At the same moment Madame John 
stepped from the wicket, and glided off to the Saile 
de Condi, a trifle late. 

"I shall see Madame John, of course," thought 
the young man, crushing a hope, and rattled the 
knocker. 'Tite Poulette sprang up from praying for 
her mother's safety. "What has she forgotten?" 
she asked herself, and hastened down. The intAx^ 
opesed. The two innoceutB were stunned. 

"Aw — aw" — said the pretty Dutchman, "aw," 
— blurted out something in virgin Dutch, . . . lumd* 
ed her the letter, and harried down street. 

"Alas I what have I done?" said the poor girl, 
bending over her candle, and bursting into tears tbit 
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fell on the noopened letter. " And what BhaU 1 dof 
It may be wrong to open it — and worse not to." 
Like her sex, she took the benefit of the donbt, aod 
Utteiuifled her perplexity and misery by reading aad 
niiBoonatruing the all bat unintelligible contenta. 
What then? Not only sobs and eighs, but moaning 
and beating of little fists bother, aud outcries of 
80ul-f«lt agony stifled against the ttedside, and tem- 
ples pressed into knitted pahns, because of one who 
" sooght not to bt acquidnted," but offered money — 
money I — in pity to a poor — shame on her for saying 
that I — a poor nigrease. 

And now our self -confessed dolt turned back from a 
half-honr'e walk, concluding there might be an answer 
to his note. " Sorely Madame John will appear this 
time." He knocked. The shutter stirred above, and 
something white came finttering wildly down like a 
shot dove. It was his own letter containing the fifty- 
dollar bill. He bounded to the wicket, and softly but 
eagerly knocked again. 

" Go away," said a trembling voice from above. 

" Madame John F " eaidke; but the window closed, 
and he heard a step, the same step on the stair. St 
step, every step one step deeper into his heart. "lite 
Poulette came to the closed door. 

" What will you? " said the voice within. 

**I — I — don't wish to see yon. I wish to tee 
ICidame John." 

" I must pray Monsieur to go away. My mother ia 
tAOtoSaUedtChmde." 

"At the ball! " Krlstian Kof^lg atrayed off. 



I 



IKhU UU lU 



•TITX POULETTS. 235 

putlng iie words for w«nt of definite thought. All M 
once it occurred to him that at the ball he could nuike 
Uadane John's acquaintance with impanitj. "Was 
it courting sin to go?" B5 no meaOB; he should, 
most likely, save a woman from trouble, and help the 
poor in their diatress. 

Behold KriBtian Eoppig standing on the Boor of the 
iSoSe de Condi. A liu^e ball, a blaze of lamps, a be- 
wildering flutter of fans and floatmg robes, straina 
of music, columns of gay promcnadera, a long row of 
turbaned mothers lining either wall, gentlemen of the 
portlier sort filling the recesses of the windows, whiii- 
tng waltzers gliding here and there — smiles and grace, 
smiles and grace ; all (air, orderly, elegant, bewitch- 
ing. A young Creole's laugh mayhap a little loud, 
and — ti'uly there were many sword-canes. But 
neither grace nor foulness satisfied the eye of the 
zealous yoong Dutchman. 

Suddenly a muffled woman passed him, leaning on a 
gentleman's arm. It looked like — it must be, Ma- 
dame John. Speak quick, Kristian Eoppig ; do not 
atop to notice the man t 

"Madame John" — bowing — "I am your neigh- 
bor, Eristian Eoppig." 

Madame John bows low, and smiles — a ball-room 
•mile, bnt is frightened, and her escort, — the man- 
ager, — drops ber hand and alips away. 

"Ahl Monsieur," she whispers excitedly, "yoo 
will be killed if you stay here a moment. Are y<n 
aimed? Ko. Take this." She tried to aUp a diit 
isto hia hands, but he would not have it. 
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" Oh, my dear young mati, go I Go quickly I " idM 
plead, glancing furtively down the ball. 

" I wish yoQ not to dance," said the yoang inui. 

' ■ I have danced already ; I am going home. Come ; 
be quick ! we will go together." She thrust her am 
through bis, and they hastened into the street. When 
a square had been passed there came a sound of men 
running behind them. 

" Run, Monsieur, run 1 " she cried, trying to drag 
him ; but Monsieur Dutchman would not. 

" fli/n, Monsieur 1 Oh,myGodI itis'Sieur" — 

'* Hiat for yesterday 1 " cried the manager, striking 
fiercely with his cane. Kiistian Koppig's fist rolled 
him in the dirt. 

" That for 'Tit« Poulette ! " cried anotlier man deal- 
mg the Dutchman a terrilile blow from behind. 

"And that for me I" hissed a thiid, tbmstang at 
him with sometliing bright. 

" That for yesterday ! " screamed the manager, 
bounding like a tiger; " That I " "That!" "Ha! " 

Then Eristian Eoppig knew that he was stabbed. 

"That!" and "That!" and "That!" and the 
poor Dutchman struck wildly here and there, grasped 
the air, shut his eyes, staggered, reeled, feU, rose half 
up, fell again for good, iuid they were kicking him and 
Jnmfiing on him. All at once they scampered. Zalli 
had found the night-watch. 

"Buz-z-z-zl" went a rattle. "Bnz-z-s-il" went 
another. 

" Pick him up." 

" Ib he alive?" 
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•t Cu't tell ; hold him atend; ; lead the n&y, miflcM." 

'*He'B bleeding all over my breechcB." 

"This way — here — around this comer." 

"This way now — only two Bquares more." 

"Here we are." 

" Rap-rap-rap 1 " on the old braes knocker. Cunei 
on the narrow wiclcet, more on the dark archway, mon 
etill on the twisting atairs. 

Up at laBt and into the room. 

" Easy, easy, push this under hia head I never mind 
his boots ! ' ' 

So he lies — on 'Tite Ponlette'a own bed. 

The watfih are gone. They pause under the comer 
lamp to count profits; — a single bill — Banque de la 
Louisiane, fifty dollai'S. Providence is kind — toler- 
ably so. Break it at the " Guillaume Tell." "Bat 
did you ever hear any one scream like that girl did 7 " 

And there lies the young Dutch neighbor. Hia 
money will not flatter back to him this time ; nor will 
any voice behind a gate " beg Monsieor to go away." 
0, Woman ! — that knows no enemy so terrible as 
man I Come nigh, poor Woman, you have nothing to 
fear. Lay your strange, electric touch upon the chilly 
flesh ; it strikes no eager mischief along the fainting 
veins. Look your sweet looks upon the grimy face, 
and tenderly lay back the locks from the congested 
brows ; no wicked misinterpretation lurks to bite your 
kisdnesB. Be motherly, be sisterly, fear nought. Go, 
watch him by night ; you may sleep at hia feet and he 
wDl not stir. Yet he lives, and shall live — may live 
to forget yoif knows? But for all tJiat, be gentll 



288 OLD CREOLE DAYS. 

Kod wfttohfnl ; be womanlike, we ask no mora ; and 
God reward yon ! 

Even while it was taking all the two women'i 
strength to hold the door against Death, the sick man 
himself lud a grief npon them. 

" Mother," be said to Madame John, quite a master 
of French in his detirinm, "dear mother, fear not; 
tmst your boy ; fear nothing. I will not man^ 'Tite 
Ponlette ; I cannot. She is fair, dear motlier, but ah ! 
she is not — don't you know, mother? don't you 
know ? The race 1 the race I Don't you know that 
she is jet black. Isn't it? " 

The poor nurse nodded " Tea," and gave a sleeping 
dnugbt ; but before the patient quite slept he started 
once and stared. 

' ■ Take her away, ' ' — waving hia hand — ' ' take your 
beauty away. She is Jet white. Who conld take a 
jet white wife? 0, no, no, no, no ! " 

Next morning hia brain was right. 

" Madame," he weakly whispered, " I was delirious 
last night?" 

Zalli shrugged. "Only a veiy, very, wee, wee trifle 
of a bit." 

*' And did I say something wrong or — foolish?" 

" O, no, no," she replied ; " yon only clasped your 
haads, so, and prayed, prayed all the time to the dear 
Vii^." 

" To the virgin? " aaked the Dutchman, sn iling in- 
Qwdnlonsly. 

"And St. Joseph — yea, indeed," she inaiated; 
" jon may strike me dead." 
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And ao, foi politeness' aake, he tried to credit Uh 
Inventioii, but grew auspiciouB instead. 

Hard was the battle against death. Nnraea are 
sometiineB amazons, and Eucb were these. Throogh 
the long, enervating summer, the contest lasted ; bnt 
when at last the cool airs of October came stealing in 
at the bedside like long-banisbed little children, Kris- 
tian Eoppig rose upon his ellmw and smiled them s 
welcome. 

The physician, blessed man, was kind beyond meas- 
nre; bnt said some inexplicable things, which ZalH 
tried in vain to make him speak in an undertone. " If 
I knew Monsienr John? " he said, " certainly I Why, 
we were chuma at school. Aod he left you so much 
as that, Madame John? Ah! my old friend John, 
always noble! And you hod it all :n that naughty 
bank? Ah, well, Madame John, it matters little. 
No, I shall not tell "Tile Poulette. Adieu." 

And another time: — "If I will let you t«U me 
something? With pleasure, Madame John. No, and 
not tell anybody, Madame John. No, Madame, not 
even "Tite Poulette. What? " — a long whistle — " is 
that pos-si-ble? — and Monsieur John knew it? — en- 
couraged it? — eh, well, eh, -well! — But — can I be- 
lieve you, Madame John? Oh! you have Monsieur 
John's sworn statement. Ah 1 very good, truly, but — 
yon tay you have it; but where is it? Ahl to-mor- 
row!" a sceptical shrug. "Pardon me, Madame 
John, I think peiiiaps, perhaps you are tailing the 
troth. 

«<If I think yon did right? Certainly! What uk- 
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ton keeps back, accident sometimea givee, Madama 
John ; either is God's will. Don't cry. ' Stealing 
from the dead?' No I It waa giving, yes! Thej 
are thanking you in heaven, Madame Jolin." 

Kristian Eoppig, lying awake, but motionleas and 
with closed eyea, hears in part, and, fancying he under, 
atands, rejoices with silent intensity. When the doo 
tor is gone he calls ZaJli. 

"I give you a great deal of trouble, eh, Madame 
John? " 

" No, no ; you are no tronble at all. Had you the 
yellow fever — ah I then ! " 

She rolled her eyes to signify the superlative charac- 
ter of the tribulations attending yellow fever. 

"I had a lady and gentleman once — a Spanish lady 
and gentleman, just off the ship; both sick at once 
with the fever — delirioaa — could not tell theirnames. 
Nobody to help me but eometimea Monsieur John 1 I 
never had such a time, — never before, never since, — 
as that time. Four days and nights this he&d touched 
not a pillow." 

" And they died ! " said Kriatian Koppig. 

" The third night the gentleman went. Poor Sefior ! 
'Sieur John, — he did not know the barm, — gave him 
aome cofFee and toast ! The fourth night it rained and 
turned cool, and Just before day the poor lady " — 

" Died ! '' said Koppig. 

Zalli dropped her arms listlessly into her lap and bet 
eyes ran brimful. 

" And left an infant 1 " said the Dutchman, ready to 
•boat with exnlt&tion. 
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"Ail I DO, Hoonear," ssid Ztllj. 

The inTidid'B heart sank like & vtone. 

"Madune John," — his voice wu sQ io b tranor, 
— "tell me the truth. la "Tite Ponlette joor own 
child?" 

"Ah-h-h, ha! h&I what foolishness! Of comsa 
ahe is m; child ! " And Madame gave rent to a tme 
Frenchwoman's laugh. 

It was too much for the si<± man. In the pitiful 
weakness of hb shattered nerves he tamed his face 
into his pillow and wept like a child. Zaili passed 
into the next loom to hide her emotion. 

•>Uaman, dear ikiaman," said "Tite Poulette, wbo 
had overheard nothing, but only saw the tears. 

"Ab! my child, my child, my task — my task is 
too great — too great forme. Let me go now — an- 
other time. Go and watch at his bedside." 

■'But, Uaman," — for "Tile Ponlette was fright- 
ened, — '■ be needs do care now." 

" Nay, but go, my child ; I wish to be alone." 

The maiden stole in with averted eyes and tiptoed 
to the window — Chat tctndmc. Tbe patient, already a 
man agwn. gazed at her till ahe coold feel the gaze. 
Be turned bis eyes from her a moment to gather reeo- 
Intion. And now, stout heart, farewell ; a w<»d or 
two of friendly parting — nothing more. 

" "Tite Poulette." 

The slender figure at the window tonied and oaina 
to the bedside. 

" I believe I owe my life to you," he said. 

She looked down meekly, tbe ct^r rising in her ohaek 
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" I must arrange to be moved across the street to> 
morrow, on a litter." 

She did not stir or speak. 

" And I must now thank you, sweet nurse, for yoor 
care. Sweet nurse ! Sweet nurse ! " 

She shook her head in protestation. 

"Heaven bless you, Tite Poulette ! " 

Her face sank lower. 

"God luta made you very beautiful, Tite Pon. 
lette!" 

She stirred not. He reached, and gently took her 
little hand, and ae he drew her one step nearer, a tear 
fell from her long lashes. From the next room, Zalli, 
with a face of agonized BUHpense, gazed upon the pair, 
undiscovered. The young man Hfted the hand to lay 
it upon his lips, when, with a mild, firm force, it wsb 
drawn away, yet still rested ra his own upon the bed- 
side, like some weak thing snared, that could only not 
get free. 

"Thou wilt not have my love, Tite Poulette?" 

No answer, 

" Thou wilt not, beautiful? " 

" Oannot I " was all that she could utter, and upoD 
their clasped hands' the tears ran down. 

" Thou wrong'at me, Tite Poulette. Thou dost not 
trust me ; thou fearest the kiss may loosen the hands. 
But I tell thee nay. I have struggled hard, even to 
this hour, against Ijove, but I yield me now ; I yield ; 
I am his unconditioned prisoner forever. God forbid 
that I ask aught but that you will be my wife." 

Still the maiden moved not, looked not up, otHj 
rained down tears. 
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<<Shan tt nol be, Tite Rnilette?'' He tried In 
vain to draw her. 

««'Tite Ponlette?*' So tenderiy he calledl And 
then she spoke. 

** It is against the law.'' 

**It is not!'' cried Zalli, seizing her round the 
waist and dragging her forward. *^ Take her I she is 
thine. I have robbed God long enough. Here are the 
sworn papers — here I Take her; she is as white as 
snow — so ! Take her, kiss her ; Maiy be praised ! I 
never had a ddld — she is the Spaniard's danghter I *' 
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Is the heart of New Orleans itanda s luge foor^ 
■torj brick building, that has bo stood for aboat Ijine. 
quarters of a centurj'. Its rooms are rented to a clasa 
of persons occupying them simply for lack of activity 
to find better and cheaper quarters elsewhere. With 
ite gray stucco peeling oS in broad patches, it has a 
solemn look of gentility in rags, and stands, or, as it 
were, hangs, aboat the comer of two ancient streeta, 
like a faded fop who pretends to be looking for em- 
ployment. 

Uoder Ite main archway is a dingy apothecary-shop. 
On one street is the bazaar of a modiste en robe* et 
chapeame and other humble shops ; on the other, the 
immense batten doors with gratings over the lintela, 
barred and bolted with masBes of cobwebbed iron, 
like the door of a donjon, are overhung by a creaking 
sign (left by the sheriff), on which is faintly discerni- 
ble the mention of wines and liquors. A peep through 
one of the shops reveals a square court within, hung 
witb many lines of wet clothes, its sides hugged by 
rotten staircases that seem vainly trying to dambw 
ont of the rubbish. 
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The Deighborhood is one long sinoe given np to 
fif Hi-rate sbopa, whoee masterB and mistreases display 
aucli enticing mottoes &s "ulu gagne petit!" Jaaa- 
merable children swarm abont, and, by some cliarm of 
the place, are not run over, but obstruct the sidewalks 
playing their clamorous games 

The building is a thing of many windows, where 
passably good-iooking women appear and disappear, 
clad in cotton gowns, watering little outside shelves of 
flowers and cacti, or hanging canaries' cages. Their 
baebands are keepers in wine-warehouses, rent-collect- 
ors for the agents of old Frenchmen who have been 
laid up to dry in Paris, custom-house supernumeraries 
And court-clerks' deputies (for your second-rate Creole 
is a great seeker for little ot&ces). A decaying cornice 
hangs over, dropping bite of mortar on passers below, 
like a boy at a boarding-house. 

The landlord is one Kookoo, an ancient Creole of 
doubtful purity of blood , who in hm landlordly old age 
takes all suggestions oi repairs as personal insults. 
He was but a striplmg when bis father left him this 
inheritance, and has grown old and wrinkled and 
brown, a sort of periodically animate mummy, in the 
buslnesB. He smokes cascariUa, wears velveteen, and 
is as punctual as an executioner. 

To Eookoo's venerable property a certain old man 
used for many years to come every evening, stumbling 
through the groups of prattling children who frolicked 
about in the early moonlight — whose name no one 
knew, but whom all the neighbors designated by the 
title of 'SienT George. It was his wont to be seen 
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taking a stiaiglit — too stmight — coui-ae toward Ha 
home, never careening to right or left, but now forcing 
himself slowly forward, as though there were a high 
gsle in front, and now scudding biiatly ahead at a 
ridiculous little dog-trot, as if there were a tornado 
behind. He would go up the main Btaircase very 
carefully, sometimes stopping half-way up for thirty 
or forty minutes' doze, but getting to the landing 
eventually, and tramping into his room in the second 
storj", with no little elation to find it etill there. Were 
it not for these slight symptoms of potations, he was 
auch a one as you would pick out of a thousand for a 
miser. A year or t'wo ago he suddenly disappeared. 

A great many years ago, when the old house was 
etui new, a young man with no baggage save a smaU 
hair-trunk, came and took the room I have mentioned 
and another adjoining. He supposed he might stay 
fifty days — and he staid fifty years and over. This 
was a very fashionable neighborhood, and he kept the 
rooms on that account month after month. 

But when be had been here about a year something 
happened to him, so it was rumored, that greatly 
changed the tenor of his life ; and from that time on 
there began to appear in hiin and to accumulate upon 
each other in a manner which became the profound 
study of Kookoo, the symptoms of a decay, whose 
cause ba£3ed the landlord's limited powers of conjec- 
ture for well-nigh haK a century. Hints of a duel, of 
a reason warped, of disinheritance, and many othe* 
unauthorized rumors, fluttered up and floated ofl^ 
while he became recluse, and, some say, began inci- 
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deotally to betrsiy the unmaDly habit wldch we hsvt 
alreftdy noticed. His neighbors would Iiave continnea 
neighborly had he allowed them, but he never let him- 
self be onderBtAod, and les Am4rica»ts are verj droU 
anyhow ; so, as they could do nothing else, they cut him. 

So flxclusire be became that (though it may have 
been for economy) he never admitted even a house* 
miud, but kept his apartments himself. Only the 
merry serenaders, who in those times used to sing 
under the balconies, would now and then give him a 
cnimb of their feast for pure fun's sake ; and after 
a while, because they could not &ud out his full name, 
called him, at hazard, George — but always preflzing 
Monsieur. Afterward, when he began to be careless 
in his dress, and the fashion of serenading had passed 
away, the commoner people dared to shorten the title 
to " 'Sieur George." 

Many seasons came &ud went. The city changed 
Jke a growing boy ; gentility and fashion went up- 
town, but 'Sieur George still retained his rooms. 
Every one knew him slightly, and bowed, but no one 
seemed to know him well, unless it were a brace or so 
of those convivial fellows in regulation-bin e at little 
Fort St. Charles. He often came home late, with one 
of these on either arm, all singing different tunes and 
stopping at every twenty steps to tell secrets. But 
by and by the fort was demolished, church and gor- 
ermeut property melted down under the warm demand 
for building-lots, the city spread like * ringworm, — 
and one day 'Siour George steps out of the old houM 
m full regimentals I 
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Tba Creole neighbors raeh bareheaded IlIo tba 
middle of the street, as thongh there were an earth- 
quake or a chimney on Ore. What to do or say or 
tiiink the; do not know ; the; are at theii wits' enda, 
therefore well-nigh happ;. However, there is a Ger- 
man blacksmith's shop near by, and they watch to Bee 
what Jacob will do. Jacob steps into the street with 
every eye npon him; he approaches Monsieur — lie 
addresses to him a few remarks — they shake hands — 
they engage in some conversation — Monsieur places 
Mb hand on his sword ! — now Monsieur passes. 

The populace crowd around the blacksmith, children 
clap Ibeir hands softly and Jump up and down on tip- 
toes of expectation — 'Sieur Geoige is going to the 
war in Mexico I 

"iLhl" says a little girl in the throng, " 'Sleni 
Geoi^e's two rooms will be empty; I find that very 
droll." 

The landlord, — this same Kookoo, — is in the 
gronp. He burls himself into the house and up the 
stairs. "Fifteen years pass since he have been in 
^bose room ! " He arrives at the door — it is shnt — 
'It SB lock I" 

In short, further investigation revealed that a 
youngish lady in black, who had been seen by Bevend 
neighbors to enter the house, but had not, of course, 
been suspected of such remarkable intentions, had, in 
company with a middU-aged elave-wcman, taken these 
two rooms, and now, at the slightly-opened door, prof- 
fered a month's rent in advance. What could a land- 
i™^ lio hut smiJ"? Yet there w»» « nretext left' 
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"the rooms must Deed repairs?" — *'No, sir; h« 
eould look in and see." Jo; I he looked in. All waa 
neatness. The floor unbroken, the walls c:*ackod bat 
a little, and the cracks closed with new plaster, no 
doubt by the jcaloua hand of 'Sieur George himetlf 
Eookoo's eyes swept sharply round the two apart- 
ments. The furniture was all there. Moreover, there 
was Monsieur's little baii-trunk. He should not soon 
forget that trunk. One day, fifteen years or more 
before, he bad taken hold of that trunk to assist Mon- 
sieur to arrange his apartment, and Alonsieur had 
drawn bis flst back and cried to him to "drop itl" 
Mais! there it was, looking very suspicious in Koo- 
fcoo's eyes, and the lady's domestic, as tidy as & 
yellow-bird, went and sat on it. Could that trunk 
contain treasure? It might, (or Madame wanted to 
sbnt the door, and, in f&ct, did so. 

The lady was quite handsome — had been more ao, 
but was still young — spoke the beautiful language, 
and kept, in the inner room, her discreet and taciturn 
mulattress, a tall, strmght woman, with a fierce eye, 
but called by the young Creoles of the neighborhood 
*' confound' good iookin'." 

Among Zes Amiricaines, where the new neighbor 
■Iways experts to be called upon by the older resi- 
dents, this lady might have made friends in spite of 
being as reserved as 'Sieur George, hut the reverse 
being the Creole custom, and she being well pleased to 
keep her own company, chose mystery rather than 
•ociety. 

The poor landlord was sorely ttoabled ; it most not 
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Uut anything de trop take [ilace.in his bouse. Ha 
watched the two rooms dsitowIj, but without roaulti 
Bave to find that Madame plied her Deedle for pay, 
spent her money for little else besides harpstrings, 
and took good care of the little trunk of MonsieuT. 
This espionage was a good turn to the mistress and 
maid, for when Kookoo announced that al! was proper, 
no more was said by outsiders. Their landlord never 
got but one question answered by the middle-aged 
maid: 

"Madame, be feared, was a litt' bit embarrass' 
pour money, eb?" 

*' ^on; Mademoiselle [Mademoiselle, you notice!] 
had some property, but did not want to eat it up." 

Sometimes lady-friends came, in very elegant private 
carriages, to see her, and one or two seemed to beg 
her — but in vain — to go away with them ; but these 
gradually dropped oS, until lady and servant were 
alone in the world. And so years, and the Mexican 
war, went by. 

The volunteers came home ; peace reigned, and the 
eitj went on spreading up and down the land ; bnt 
'Sienr George did not return. It overran the coun- 
try like cocoa-grass. Fields, roads, woodlands, that 
wer« once 'Sieor George's places of retreat from man' 
Und, were covered all over with little one-story houses 
in (he "Old Third," and fine residences and gardens 
np In "Lafayette." Streeto went slicing like a 
bntcber's knife, through old colonial estates, whose 
flirt Duaters never dreamed of the city reaching them, 
—and 'Sieor George was atU) away The four-storj 
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brick got o'd and ng);, and the Borroimdings dim uid 
dreamy. Tbeatres, proceBsioDB, dij-goods storee, goT- 
enmiGnt establishments, banks, hotels, and aJl epirtl 
of CDtcrprise were gone to Canal Street and beyond, 
and the very beggars were gone with them. The 
little trunk got very old and bald, and still its owner 
lingered ; stUl the lady, somewhat the worse for lapse 
of time, looked from the balcony- window in the brief 
southern twilights, and the maid every morning ehook 
a worn nig or two over the dangerous- looking rMling-, 
and yet neither had made friends or enemies. 

The two rooms, from having been stmgily kept at 
Qrst, were needing repairs half the time, and tlie occu- 
pants were often moving;, now into one, now back 
into the other; yet the hair-tnmk was seen only by 
glimpses, the landlord, to his infinite chagrin, always 
being a little too late in offering his services, the 
women, whether it was light or heavy, having already 
moved it. He thought it significant. 

Late one day of a most bitter winter, — that season 
when, to the ecstatic amazement of a whole city-full erf 
children, snow covered the streets ankle-deep, — there 
came a soft tap on the corridor-door of this pair a' 
rooms. The lady opened it, and beheld a tall, lank, 
iron-gray man, a total stranger, standing behind — 
Monsieur Greorge ! Both men were weather-beaten, 
tcarred, and tattered. Across 'Sienr George's crown, 
leaving a long, bare streak through his white hair, WM 
the BOnvenir of a Mexican sabre. 

The landlord had accompanied them to the door ; U 
WH a magnificent opportunity. Mademoiselle asked 
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tbem bU ia, uid tried to famisb a seat to each ; btrt 
failiiig, 'Sienr George weDt Btraigbt across the room 
and sat on the hair-trunk. The action was so conspio- 
nouB, the landlord l^d it up in his penetrative mind. 

'Sieur George was quiet, or, as it appeared, quieted. 
The mulattress Btood near him , and to her he addressed, 
in an undertone, most of the little he said, learing 
Mademoiselle to his companion. The stranger was a 
vann talker, and seemed to please the lady from the 
first ; bat if he pleased, nothing else did. Eookoo, 
intensely curious, sought some pretext for staying, but 
foond none. They were, altogether, an uncongenial 
company. The lady seemed to think Kookoo had no 
bnsiuess there; 'Sienr George seemed to think the 
same concerning hia companion ; and the few words 
between Mademoiselle and 'Sienr George were cool 
enough. The maid appeared nearly satisfied, but 
conid not avoid casting an anxious eye at times upon 
her mistress. Natorally the visit was short. 

The next day but one the two gentlemen came again 
in better attire. 'Sieur George evidently disliked his 
, companion, yet would not rid himself of him. The 
stranger was a gesticulating, stagy fellow, much Mon< 
dear's Junior, an incessant talker in Creole-French, 
always excited on small matters and nnable to appre- 
ciate a great one. Once, as they were learing, Koo- 
koo, — accidents wilt happen, — was under the stairs. 
As they began to descend the taU man was speaking : 
" — better to bury it," — the startled landlord heard 
bim say, and held his breath, tJiinklng of the tmitk ; 
but no more was uttered. 
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A week later they came agsia. 

A week later they came again. 

A week later they came yet again ! 

The landlord's eyee began to open. Tliere most b« 
a courtahip in progress. It was very plain now why 
'Sienr George had wished not to be accompanied by 
the tall genueman ; but since his visits had become 
regular and frequent, it was equally plaiD why he did 
not get rid of liim \ — because it would not look well 
to be going and coming too often alone. Maybe it 
was only this tender passion that the tall man bad 
thought "better to bury." Lately there often came 
sounds of gay conversation from the first of the two 
rooms, which had been turned into a parlor ; and as, 
week after week, the friends came down-stairs, the tall 
man was always in high spirits and anxions to embrace 
'Sieur Geoi^e, who, — " sly dog," thought the land- 
lord, — wonld try to look grave, and only smiled in an 
embarrassed way. "Ah I Monsieur, you tink to be 
varry conning ; maia yoa not so conning aa Eookoo, 
no; " and the inquisitive little man wonld shake his 
head and smile, and shake his head again, as a man 
has a perfect right to do under the conviction that he 
has been for twenty years baffled by a riddle and is 
learning to read it at last ; he had guessed what was 
in 'Sieur George's head, he would by and by guesa 
what was in the trunk. 

A few mouths passed qnickly away, and it became 
apparent to every eye in or about the ancient manaion 
that the landlord's guess was not so bad ; in fact, that 
Mademoiselle was to be married. 
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Od & serUin raiD]^ spring tiftGnioon, s single hired 
back drare up to the mam entrance of the old honae, 
and afta* some little biiBtlf! and the gathering of a 
crowd of damp children about the big doorway, 'Sieuf 
George, mnffled in a newly- repaired oveiwial. jumped 
out and went up-Btaira. A moment later he re-ap- 
peared, leading Mademoiselle, wreathed and veiled, 
down tlie titairway. Very fair was Mademoiselle etiU. 
Her beauty was mature, — folly ripe, — maybe a little 
too much so, bnt only a little ; and as she came down 
with the ravishing odor of bridal flowers floating about 
lier, she seemed the garlanded victim of a pagan sacri- 
fice. The mnlattresB in holiday gear followed behind. 

The landlord owed a dutj to the community. Hb 
arreated the maid on the last stept " Your mistresa, 
she goin' pour marier 'Sieur George? It make mo 
glad, glad, glad! " 

" Marry 'Sieur Geoi^e? Non, Monsieur." 

"Non? Not numie 'Sieur Geoi^? Mats am- 




" She's going to many the tall gentleman." 
*^ JHaMe! ze long gentj-man ! " — Witli his hands 
upon his forehead, he watched the carriage trundle 
away. It passed out of sight through the rain ; he 
turned to enter the house, and all at once tott«red 
nnder the weight of a tremendous thought — thay had 
left the trunk ! He hurled himself np-stairs as he had 
done seven years before, but again — " Ab, bah!l" 
— tbe dMT W4W locked, and not a [ucaynne of rent 
dne. 
Late that night a small square man, in a wet 0T«r 
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ton, fumbled his way into the damp eDtmnce of Uw 
hOQBO, Btumblud up the cracking stairs, anlocked, after 
many languid efforts, tlie door of tlie two rooms, and 
falling over the hair-trunk, slept undl the morning 
Bunbeams climbed over the balcony and in at the win- 
dow, and shone full on the back of his head. Old 
Kookoo, passing the door just then, was surprised to 
find it slightly ajar — pushed it open silently, and saw, 
within, 'Sieur George in the act of rising from hit 
kne«B beside the myeterioas trunk! He had come 
back to be once more the tenant of the two rooms. 

'Sieur George, for the second time, was a changed 
man — changed from bad to worse ; from t>etng retired 
and reticent, he had come, by reason of advancing 
years, or mayhap that which had left the terrible scar 
on his face, to be garrulous. When, once in a while, 
employment sought him (for he never sought employ- 
ment), whatever remuneration he received went its 
way for something that left him dingy and tlireadbare. 
He now made a lively acquaintance with his land.Acd, 
as, indeed, with every soul in tlie neighborhood, and 
told all his adventures in Mexican prisons and Cubao 
cities ; including full details of the hardships and per- 
ils experienced jointly -with the "long gentleman' 
who had married Mademoiselle, and who was no Mexi- 
can or Cuban, but a genuine Louisianian. 

'* It was he that fancied me," he said, *' not I him ; 
bnt once he had fallen in love with me I hadn't tb» 
force to cast him off. How Madame ever should have 
liked him was one of those woman's freaks that ■ maa 
nuistn't expect to understand. He was do man It 
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for her ttaao rags are flt for a queen ; uid I could have 
choked his head off the nigbt he hugged me round the 
neck and told me what a suicide she had committed. 
But other fine women are committiug that eame folly 
every day, only they don't wait until they're thirty- 
foor or five to do it. — ' Why don't I like him ? " Well, 
fbr one reason, he's a dmnkardl" Here Eookoo, 
whose imperfect knowledge of English prevented bli 
hitelligent reception of the story, would laugh as if 
the Joke came in Jost at this point. 

However, with all Monsieur's prattle, he never 
dropped a word about the man he had been before be 
went away ; and the great hair-trunk puzzle was still 
the same pazzle, growing greater every day. 

ThuB the two rooms had been the scene of some 
events quite qneer, if not really strange ; but the qneer- 
est that ever they presented, I gness, was 'Sienr Geoi^e 
coming in there one day, crying like a little child, 
and bearing in his arms an infant — a girl — the lovely 
offspring of the drankard whom he so detested, and 
poor, robbed, spirit-broken and now dead Madame. 
He took good care of the orphan, for orphan she waa 
very soon. The long gentleman was pulled out of the 
Old Basin one morning, and 'Sienr George identified 
the body at the Trdm^ station. He never hired a 
nurse — the father had sold the lady's maid quite oat 
of sight ; so he brought her tbroogh all the little Qls 
and aroond all the sharp comers of baby-life and chUd- 
bood, without a hnmaji hand to help him, until ooe 
evening, having persistently shut his eyes to it for 
■Mks aod months, like one tiying to aleep ta tb* 





OLD CBXOLB DAVB. 

KuuhiDe, he awoke to the re&lizatton that she wu « 
woman. It waa a smoky one in November, the first 
cool day of auinmn. The sunset wae diaimed by the 
smoke of burning prairies, the air was fall of the ashes 
of grass and reeds, ragged urchins were lu^;ing home 
Bticka of cordwood, and when a bit of coal fell from a 
cart in front of Kookoo's old house, a child was boxed 
half across the street and robbed of the booty by a 
blanchisseuae dejin from over the way. 

Tlie old man came home quite steady. He mounted 
the stairs smartly without stopping to rest, went with 
a step nnoBually light and quiet to his chamber and sat 
by the window opening upon the rusty balcony. 

It was a small room, sadly changed from what It 
had been in old times ; but then so was 'Sieur George. 
Close and dark it was, the walls stained with damp- 
ness and the ceiling full of bald places that showed 
the lathing. The furniture was cheap and met^re, 
Inclnding conspicuously the small, curious-looking hair- 
trunk. The floor was of wide slabs fastened down 
with spikes, and sloping np and down in one or two 
broad undulations, as if they had drift«d far enongb 
down the current of time to feel the tide-swell. 

However, the floor was clean, the bed well made, the 
cypress table in place, and the musty smell of the walls 
portly nentralized by a geranium on the window-sill. 

He Ro coming in and sitting down, an unseen per- 
son called from the room adjoining (of which, also, he 
was BtOl the rentee), to know if be were he, and being 
answered in the afflrznative, said, " Papa George, 
gnewi who was here to-day?" 
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"Kookoo, for the rent?" 

" Tee, but he will not comfl buk." 

"No? why not?" 

" Becnnae you will not pa; him." 

" No? and why cot? " 

'* Because I have paid him." 

" Impossible I where did you get the moneyi ' 
-Mother Nativity." 

'■ What, not for embroidery?" 

"No? and why not? Mai3 out!" — saying which, 
and with a pleasant laugh, the speaker entered tha 
room. She was a girl of sixteen or thereabout, very 
beautiful, with very black hair and eyes. A face and 
form more entirely out of place yon could not have 
found in the whole city. She sat herself at his feet, 
and, with her interlocked hands upon his knee, and 
her face, full of childish innocence mingled with wo- 
manly wisdom, turned to bis, appeared for a time to 
take principal part in a conversation which, of course, 
could not be overheai'd in the corridor outside. 

Whatever was said, she presently rose, he opened 
his arms, and she sat on bis knee and kissed him. 
This done, there was a silence, both smiling pensively 
and gazing out over the rotten balcony into the street. 
After a while she started up, saying sometliing about 
the change of weather, anil, slipping away, thrust a 
match between the bars of tlie grate. The old man 
turned about to the fire, and she from her little room 
brought a low eewmg-chair aad sat beside liim, laying 
her head on his knee, and he stroking her brow witA 
Ms brown pabn. 
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And then, in an altered— a low, ead tone — ke be- 
gan a QiDnotonouB recitaL 

Thus they sat, he talking very eteadily and she lia- 
teuing, until all the neighborhood was wrapped in 
slumber, — all the neighbors, but not Kookoo. 

Kookoo in his old a^e had become a great eaves- 
dropper ; his ear and eye took turns at the keyhole 
that night, for be tells things that were not intended 
for outside hearers. He heard the girl sobbing, and 
the old man saying, " But you must go now. You 
cannot stay with me safely or decently, much as I wish 
it. The Lord only knows how I'm to bear it, or where 
you're to go ; hut He's your Lord, child, and He'll 
make a place for you. I was your grandfather's death; 
I frittered your poor, dead mother's fortune away : 
let that be the last damage I do. 

"I have always meant everything for the best," he 
added half in soliloquy. 

From all Kookoo could gather, he must have been 
telling her the very story just recounted. She had 
dropped quite to the floor, hiding her face in her 
hands, and was saying between her sobs, "I can- 
not go. Papa George ; oh, Papa George, I cannot 
go I" 

Just then 'Sieur George, luving kept a good reso- 
lution all day, was encouraged by the orphan's pitiful 
tones to contemplate the most senseless act lie ever at- 
tempted to commit. He said to the sobbing girl that 
she was not of his blood ; that she was nothing to him 
by natural ties ; that his covenant was with her grand- 
aire to care for his offspring ; and though it had been 
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poorly kdpt, it might be breaking it worse thui eret 
to torn her out upon ever so kind a world. 

" I have tried to be good to you fUl these ycKro. 
When I took you, a wee little baby, I took yon fof 
better or worse. I intended to do well by you kll yoni 
childhood-days, and to do best at last. I tbooglil 
rarely we should be living well by this time, and yon 
could choose from a world full of homes and a world 
full of friends. 

"I don't see how I missed it!" Here he paused 
a moment in meditation, and presently resumed with 
some suddenness : 

" I thought that education^ far better than Mother 
Nativity has given you, should have afforded your 
sweet eharms a noble setting ; that good mothers and 
sisters would be wanting to count you into their fami- 
nes, and that the blossom of a happy womanhood 
would open ptsrfect and full of sweetness. 

" I woold have given my life for it. I did give it, 
such as it was; but It was a very poor concern, I 
know — my life — and not enoagh to buy any good 
thing. 

" I have had a thought of something, but I'm afraid 
to tell it. It didn't come to me to-day or yesterday ; 
it has beset me along time — for months." 

The girl gazed into the embers, listening intensely. 

'* And oh 1 dearie, if I coold only get you to think 
the same way, you might stay with me then." 

"How long?" she asked, without stirring. 

" Oh, is long as heaven should let us. But there is 
mly one chance," he said, as it wore feeling his way. 
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'< only oue wa; for ub to sUj together. Do 700 d» 
derataud me?" 

She looked ap at the old man witb a glance of 
painful inquii^. 

" If you could be — my wife, dearie? " 

She uttered a low, diatressful cry, and, gliding 
swiftly into her room, for the first time in her yoang 
life tamed tlie key between them. 

And the old man sat and wept. 

Then Kookoo, peering liu'ougb the keyhole, saw 
that they bad been looking into the little tmnk. The 
lid iras up, but the back was toward the door, and he 
could see no more than if it had been closed. 

He stooped and stared into the aperture until his 
dry old knees were ready to crack. It seemed as if 
'Sieur George was stone, only stone couldn't weep like 
that. 

»ery separate iKtne in his neck was hot witb pain. 
He would have given ten dollars — ten sweet dollars ! 
— to have seen 'Sieur George get np and turn that 
trunk around. 

There ! 'Sieur George rose up — what a face 1 

He started toward the bed. and as he came to the 
trunk he paused, looked at it, muttered something about 
" ruin," and something about " fortune," kicked the 
lid down and threw himself across the bed. 

Small profit to old l^cokoo that he went to his own 
coucb; sleep was not for the little landlord. For 
well-nigh half a century he had suspected his tenant 
of having a treasure hidden in his house, and to-night 
he bad beard his own admission that in the little trunk 
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was ft fortane. Eookoo bod sever felt bo poor in kU 
his dajB before. He felt a Creole's anger, too, that a 
tenant Bhould be the holder of wealth while hie land- 
lord Buffered poverty. 

And he knew very well, too, did Eookoo, what tbe 
tenant would do. If he did not know what he kept in 
the trunk, he knew what he kept behind it, and be 
knew he would take enough of it to-night to make him 
sleep soundly. 

No one would ever have supposed Kookoo capable 
of a crime. He waa too fearfully impressed with the 
extra- hazardous risks of dishonesty ; he was old, too, 
and weak, and, besides all, inliensely a coward. Nev- 
ertheleas, while it was yet two or three hours before 
daybreak, the aleep-forsaken little man arose, shuf- 
fled into his garments, and in his stocking-feet Bought 
tbe corridor leading to 'Sieor George's apartment. 
The November night, aa it often does in that region, 
had grown warm and clear ; tbe stars were sparkling 
like diamonds pendent in the deep blue heavens, and 
at every window and lattice and cranny the broad, 
bright moon poured down its glittering beams upon 
the hoary-headed thief, as he crept along tbe monlder- 
mg galleries and down the ancient corridor that led to 
'Sieur Geoi^e's chamber. 

'Sieur George's door, though ever so aiowly opened, 
protested with a loud creak. The landlord, wet with 
cold sweat from head to foot, and shaking till the 
floor trembled, paused for several minutes, and then 
entered the moon-lit apartment. The tenant, lying as 
tf be had not moved, was sleeping heavily And now 



OSD CREOLE DAT^. 

the poor coward trembled so, that to kneel before tlih 
tnmk, withont falling, be did not know how. Twice, 
thrice, he was noar tumbling headlong. He became as 
cold aa ice. But the sleeper stirred, and the thoagbt 
of losing hia opportunity strong his nerves up in an 
instant. He went softly down npon his knees, laid 
his hands upon the lid, lifted it, and let in the intense 
moonlight. The trunk was full, full, crowded down 
and mnning over full, of the tickets of tbe Havana 
Lottery! 

A little after daybreak, Kookoo from bis window 
saw the orphan, pausing on the comer. She stood for 
a moment, and then dove into the dense fog which had 
foBted in from the river, and disappeared. He never 
saw her again. 

Bat her Lord is taking care of her. Once only she 
has seen 'Sieor George. She had been in the belve- 
dere of the house which she now calls home, looking 
down upon the outspread city. Far away southward 
and westward the great river glistened in the sunset. 
Along its sweeping bends the chimneys of a smoking 
commerce, the magazines of sorplus wealth, the gar- 
dens of the opulent, the steeples of a hundred eanc- 
tnaries and thousands on thousands of mansions and 
hovels covered the fertile birthright arpents which 
'Sieur George, in bis fifty yeas' stay, had seen tricked 
away from dull colonial Esaus by their blue-eyed 
brethren of the North. Nearer by she looked npon 
the forlornly ailent region of lowly dwellings, neglected 
by legislation and shuitned by all lovers of comfort, 
th&t once bad been tha smiling fields of her own grand- 
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sire's bi^oad plantation ; and bat a little way off, tradg* 
ing across the marshy commons, her eye caught sight 
of 'Sieur George following the sunset out upon the 
prairies to find a night's rest in the high grass. 

She turned at once, gathered the skirt of her pink 
calico uniform, and, watching her steps through her 
tears, descended the steep winding-stair to her fre- 
quent kneeling-place under the fragrant candles of the 
chapel-altar in Mother Nativity's asylum. 

'Sieur George is houseless. He cannot find the or- 
phan. Mother Nativity seems to know nothing of 
her. If he could find her now, and could get from her 
the use of ten dollars for but three days, he knows a 
combination which would repair all the past ; it could 
not fail, he — thinks. But he cannot find her, and 
the letters he writes — all containing the one sdkMiiie 
— disappear in the m^-box, aad there's an ead. 
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Juki a4}o"U>% ^^ *^ Caf4 de Po^ie on the 
Mood the little ooe-story, yellow- it ashed tenement ot 
Dr. Moesy, with it« two glass doors protected by bat- 
ten shatters, and its low, weed-grown tile roof sloping 
out over the sidewalk. Ton were very likely to llnu 
the Doctor in, for be was a great student and ralhet 
negligent of his business — as bnsiness. He was a 
null, sedate, Creole gentleman of thirty or mote, with I - '•'" 
n yoon g-old face and manner that provoked instant 
admiration. He would receiT/e you — l»e you who you 
may — in a luild, candid manner, looking into your 
bee with his deep blue eyes, and re-assuriug you with 
ft modest, amiable smile, very sweet and rare on a 
man's mouth. 

To l>e frank, the Doctor's little establishment was 
dusty and liisorderly — very. It was curious to see 
the Jars, and jars, and Jars. In them were serpents 
and hideous fishes and precious specimens of many 
aorta. There were staffed birds on broken perches ; 
and dried lizards, and eels, and little alligators, and 
old skulls with their crowns sawed off, and ten thoa- 
MDd odd scraps of writing-paper strewn with crumbs 
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of looel; lonches, and ioterspened with long-Loet spftt* 
uiaa and rust-eateD I&ucebB. 

All New OrlewiB, at least all Creole New Orleans, 
knew, and yet did not know, the dear little Doctor. 
So gentle, so kind, so skilful, bo patient, so lonient ; 
■o carelosB of the rich and so attentive to the poor ; a 
man, all in all, such as, should you once love him, yon 
would love him forever. So very learned, too, but 
with apparently no idea of how to show Jiimse!/ to hia 
aooial profit, — two features much more smiled at than 
respected, not to say admiied, by a people remote 
from the seats of learning, and spending roost of their 
esteem upon animal heroisms and exterior display. 

" Alas ! " said hia wealthy acquaintances, " what a 
pity ; when he might as well be rich." 

" Yes, his father has plenty." 

^'Certainly, and gives it freely. Bat intends his 
son shall see none of it. " 

"His son? Yon dare not so mnch as mention 

"Well, well, how strange I But they can never 
agree — not even upon their name. Is not that droll 7 
— a man named General Villivicencio, and hia son. 
Dr. Mossy 1 " 

"Oh, that is nothing; it is only that the Doctor 
irops thede ViUivicencio." 

"Drops the de VtUitHcendof but I think the d« 
VBlivieencio drops him, ho, ho, bo, — diable ! ' ' 

Next to the residence of good Dr. Mossy towered 
the narrow, red-brick-frout mansion of young Madame 
D^cieuse, firm friend at once and always of those two 
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dark, corered cvriage-wij waa ever rmnbling, and, 
witii Dtghtl&Il, iu drftwing-iooms always sent forth » 
iDxariooB bght from the Imce-dutained windowB of tlM 
Becood-Btoij balconies. 

It was one of the sigbte of the Roe Bojale to see 
by night its tall, narrow ontlioe reaching high op to 
mud the stais, with all its windows aglow. 

Tha Madame had had some tastes of human expe- 
rience ; had been betrotbed Kt sixteen (to a man she 
did not lore, "being at that time a fool," as she 
sud) ; one aommer da; at noon had been a bride, and 
at snndown — a widow. Accident^ discharge of the 
tipsy bridegroom's own pistol. Paas it by! It left 
bat one lasting effect on her, a special detestnt^a of 
quarrels and weapons. 

The little mudens whom poor parentage haa doomed 
to sit upon street door-sUla and narse their infant 
brothers have a game of " choosing" the beaslifal 
ladies who sweep by along tbe pavement ; but in Rue 
Boyale there was no choosing ; every little damsel 
must own Uadame D^liciense or nobody, and as that 
richly adorned and regal favorite of old General Villi- 
vtcencio came along tbey would lift their big, bold 
eyee away ap to her face and poor forth their admira- 
Uoa in a QoiverBal — ' ' Ah-h-h-h ! " 

But, mark you, she was good Madame D^Uciense as 
well as fair Madame D^Iicieuse : her principles, how- 
ever, not constructed in the austere Anglo-Saxon style, 
exactly (what need, with the lattJce of the Confee- 
■kmal not a mUmb'' -tfaiow oB ?) . Hn kind offices and 
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beneficent Bchemes were Blmoet as famous as Qeusral 
VilliTicencio'B splenilid alma ; if she couIlI at times do 
what the infantile Washington said Le could not, why, 
no doubt she and her friends generally looked upon it 
as a mere question of enterprise. 

She Lad charms, too, of intellect — albeit not such 
a sinner against time and place as to be an " educated 
woman" — cliarms that, even in a plainer person, 
would have brought down the half of New Orleana 
upon one knee, with both hands on the left aide. She 
had the whole city at her feet, and, with the fine tact 
which was the perfection of her character, kept it there 
contented. Madame was, in short, one of the kind that 
gracefully wrest from aociety the prerogative of doing 
as they please, and had gone even to such estravagant 
lengths as driving out in the Americmn faubourg, 
learning the EngUsh tongue, talking national politics, 
and similar freaks whereby she provoked the un- 
bounded worship of her less audacious lady friends. 
In the centre of the chister of Creole beauties which 
everywhere gathered a.bout her, and, most of all, in 
those incomparable companies which assembled in her 
own splendid drawing-rooms, she was always queen 
lily. Her house, hm- drawing-rooms, etc. ; for the 
little brown aunt who lived vrith her was a mere piece 
of curious furniture. 

There was this notable charm about Madame D41i- 
cieuse, she improved by comparison. She never looked 
80 grand as when, hanging on General ViUivicencio'a 
arm at some gorgeous ball, these two bore down on 
you like h royal barge laahed to a ahip-of-ths-liae. 
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Sba nerer looked so tike her 8we«t name, u when ahe 
Mat«d her pretUest l&dy adorera close aroDad her, and 
got Uiem all a-Iaugliing. 

Of the two balcooies which overhung the hanqu$tU 
cm the front of the Dfb'deuM house, one was a amall 
affair, and the other a deeper and broader one, from 
which Madame and her ladies were wont upon gala 
days to wave handkerchiefs and cast flowers to the 
fiienda in the proceasiona. There they gathered one 
Eighth of January morning to see the militaiy display. 
It was a bright blue day, and the group that quite 
filled the balcony had laid wrappings aside, as all 
flower-bads are apt to do on such Creole January days, 
and shone resplendent in spring attire. 

The sight-seera passing below looked up by hnndrpda 
and smiled at the ladies' ei^er twitter, as, flirting In 
humming-biid fashion from one subject to another, 
they laughed away the half-bonrs waiting for the 
pageant. By and by they fell a-listening, for Madame 
IMlicieuBe had begun a narrative concerning Dr. 
Mossy. She sat somewhat above her listeners, her 
elbow on the arm of her chair, and her plump white 
hand waving now and then in graceful gesture, they 
silently attending with eyes full of laughter and lips 
Btardng apart. 

" Voae scmez," she said (they conversed in FrencU 
of course), "you know it is now long that Dr. Mossy 
and his father have been in disaccord. Indeed, when 
have they not differed? For, when Mossy was but a 
little boy, his father thought it hard that he was not 
t rowdy. He switched him once because he would sot 
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play with his toy gun and drum. He was Dot fo high 
ffhen his father wished to send him to Paris to entei 
the French army ; but be would sot go. We used to 
play often blether on the banquette — for I am not 
BO Tery maoy years younger than be, no indeed — and, 
if I wanted some fun, T bad only to pull hU hair and 
run into the house ; be would cry, and monsieur fxprn 
would come out with his hand spread open and " — 

Madame gave her hand a malicious little sweep, sad 
Joined heartily in the laugh which followed. 

"That was when they lived over the way. But 
wait 1 you shall see : I have something. This evening 
the General " — 

The houses of Rue Royale gave a start and ratUed 
their windows. In the long, irregular lino of balconies 
the beauty of the city rose up. Then the houses 
Jumped again and the windows rattled ; Madame steps 
inside the window and gives a message which the 
housemaid emUce at in recaiving. Aa she turns the 
houses shake again, aod now again; and now there 
comes a distant strain of trumpets, and by and by 
the drums and bayonets and clattering hoofs, and 
plumes and dancing banners ; far down the long street 
stretch out the shining ranks of gallant men, and the 
flattering, over-leaning swarms of ladies shower down 
their sweet favors and nave their countless welcomes. 

In the front, towering above his captains, rides Gen- 
eral Villivicencio, veteran of 1814-15, and, with the 
gracious pomp of the old-time gentleman, lifts bia 
oooked hat, and bows, and bows. 

Madame Diliciensa's balcony was a perfect man of 



I 



I 




MADAME DiLIVIEUSM. 



277 



tniTiDg kerchiefB. The Greneral looked up for tha 
womaa of all women ; she vos cot there. But he re- 
1 the other balcony, the smaller one, and 
oaet bis glance onirard to it. There he saw Madame 
and one other person only. A small bkie-eyed, broad- 
browed, scboUrly-looking man whom the arch lady had 
Inred from his pen by means of a mock professional 
Bnmmona, and who now stood beside her, a smQe of 
pleasure playing on hia lips and about his eyes. 

" VUel" said Madame, as the father's eyes met the 
son's. Dr. Mcasy lifted hie arm and cast a bouquet 
of roses. A girl in the crowd bounded forward, 
caught it in the air, and, blushing, handed it to the 
plumed giant. He bowed low, first to the girl, then to 
the balcony above ; and then, with a responsive smile, 
tossed np two splendid kisses, one to Madame, and 
one, it seemed — 

" For what was that cheer? " 

" Why, did yon not see ? Genera] VUliTicencio cast 
a kiss to bis son." 



The etafF of General ViUiviceDcio were a bithfol few 
who had not bowed the knee to any abomination of the 
Amririctuns, nor sworn deceitfully to any species of 
compromise ; their beloved city was presently to pass 
into the throes of an election, and this band, heroicaUy 
unconsciouB of their feebleness, putting their trust in 
'*re-actioDB" and like delusioua, resolved to make one 
more stand for the traditions of their fathers. It was 
concerning this that Madame Deliciense was incident- 
ally about to speak when interrupted by the boom of 
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cannon ; the; bad pronused to meet at ber house that 
eveniog. 

They mot. With teiy little discusaion or delay (for 
their minde were made up beforehand) , it was decided 
to announce in tbe French-English newspaper that, at 
a meeting of leading citizens, it had been thoaght 
uoneonant with the public interest to place before the 
people the name of Genera! Hercule Mossy de VUlivi- 
cencio. Nu explanation was coosidered necessary. 
All had been done in strict accordance with time-hon- 
ored customs, and if any one did not know it it was 
his own fault. No eulogium was to follow, no edito- 
rial indorsement. The two aDnooncements were dcs 
lined to stand nest morning, one on tbe English sidfl 
and one on the French, in severe simplicity, to be 
greeted with profound gratification by a few old gen- 
tlemen in blue cottooade, and by roars of laughter 
from a rampant majority. 

As tbe junto were departing, sparkling Madame 
Difbciense detained the General at the bead of tbe 
stairs that descended into the tiled carriage-way, to 
wish she was a man, that she might vote for him. 

"But, General," she said, "had I not a beautiful 
bouquet of ladies on my balcony this morning? " 

The General replied, with majestic gallantry, that 
" it was as magnificent as could be expected with the 
central rose wanting." And so Madame was disap- 
pointed, for she was trying to force the Geneial to 
mention his sou. "I will bear this no longer; he 
shall not rest," she had said to her little aont, " untU 
be has either kissed 'lia son or qoarrelled witJi him." 
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I which the aimt had answered thftt, ^' co6ie qut 
6oHte, ahe need not cry about it;" nor did Bhe. 
Though the General's complimeDt bad foiled her 
throfit, she aiuwered gayly to the effect that enough 
was enough; "but, ah I General," dropping herToioa 
to an undertone, "if you had beard what eome of 
those rosebuds said of you I ' ' 

The old General pricked up like a coonti? bean. 
Madame laughed to herself, " Monsieur Peacock, 1 
have thee ; " but aloud auc said gravely : 

" Come into the drawing-room, if you please, and 
seat yourself. You must be greatly fatigued." 

The friends who wuted below overheard the invitft- 
tion. 

" Au. revoir, 04niral," said they. 

" ^u revoir. Messieurs," be answered, and followed 
the lady. 

" General," said she, as if her heart were overflowiog, 
" you have been spoken against. Please sit dowa." 

" la that true, Madame?" 

"Yes, General." 

She sank into a Inxurioos chair. 

"A lady said to-day — but you will be angry wiOi 
me, General." 

" With you, Madame? That is not possible," 

"I do not love to make rerelationB, General; but 
when a noble friend is evil spoken of" — she leaned 
her brow upon her thumb and forefinger, and looked 
pensively at her slipper's toe peeping out at the edg« 
of her skirt on the rich carpet — "one's heart gets very 
W»." 
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" Hadune, yon tie ftn uigel I Bnt what eald ahe, 
Madame?" 

'■'■ Well, General, I have to 1«U yon the whole truth, 
if you will not be angr^. We were all epeaMng at 
once of tiaiidsoine men. She s^d to me : ' Well, 
Madame Delicieuse, yoa may say what you will of 
General ViUivicenciOi and I suppose it is true ; bnt 
everybody knows' — pardon me, General, but Jnst so 
Bhe atdd — ' all the world knows he treats his son very 
badly.' " 

" It is not true," said the General. 

"If I wasn't angry I " said Madame, making a 
pretty fist. ' How can that be? ' I said. ' Well,' she 
said, ' mamma says he has been angry with his son for 
fifteen years.' 'But what did his son do?' I said. 
' Nothing,' said she. ' Ma foi,' I said, ' me, I too 
would be angry if my son bad done nothing for fifteen 
years' — ho, ho, ho 1 " 

" It is sot true," said the General. 

The old General cleared his throat, and smiled a* 
by compulsion. 

" Yon know, General," said Madame, looking dis- 
tressed, " it was nottung to joke about, but I had tc 
say ao, because I did not know what your son had 
done, nor did I wish to hear any thing against one 
who has the honor to call yon his father." 

She paused a moment to let the flattery take effect, 
and then proceeded ; 

" But then another lady said to me ; she said, ' For 
shame, Clarisse, to langb at good Dr. Mossy ; nobody 
— neither General Villivicencio, neither any other, haa 
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t, right to b« uigry against that noble, gentU^ kind, 
br&ve ' " — 

"Brave ! " said the General, with a touch of irocy. 
"So she said," answered Madame Di-licieuae, "and 
I aeked her, ' bow brave ? ' ' Brare ? ' she said. ' why, , 

braver than any guldiei; in tending the siuaU-pox, the i ^(j 
cholera, the fevers, and all those horrible things. Ma, . 
I saw his father once ran from a snalie ; I think ht 
wouldn't fight the amall-pos— my faith!' she said, 
'they say that Dr. Mossy does all that and never 
wears a scapula !— and does it nine hundred and 
ninety-nine times in a thousand for nothing ! Is that 
^rave, Madame Di-Ucieiise, or is it not?* — And, Gen- 
eral, — what could I say ? " 

Madame dropped her palms on either side of her 
spreading robes and waited pleadingly for an answer. 
There was no sound but the drumming of the Gen- 
eral's fingers on his sword-hilt. Madame resumed : 

"I said, 'I do not deny that Mossy is a noble gen- 
tleman ; ' — I had to say that, had I not, General ? " 

" Certainly, Madame," said the General, " my eon 
ia a gentleman, yes," 

"'But,' I said, 'he should not make Monsieur, hil 
father, angry.'" 

" True," said the General, eagerly. 

" But that lady said : ' Monsieur, his father, malcea 
himself angry,' she said. 'Do you know, Madame, 
why his father is angry so long? ' Another lady sayi, 
*I know ! ' * For what ? ' said I. * Because he refused 
to become a soldier ; mamma told me that.' 'It can- 
not be '. " I said." 



/ 



283 OLD ORBOLB DATS. 

The General fluBbed. Madame aaw it, but relsnb- 

leesly continued : 

"'Main oui,' said tiat lady. 'Whatl' I laid, 
' think you General Villivicencio will not rather be the 
very man most certain to respect a son who bas the 
courage to be hie own master? Ob, what does he 
want with a poor fool of a son who will do only as he 
says? You think he will love him less for healing 
instead of killing? Mesdemoiselles, you do not know 
that noble soldier ! ' " 

The noble soldier glowed, and bowed his acknowl- 
edgments in a dubious, haU remonstrative way, as if 
Madame might be producing material for her next 
confession, as, indeed, she diligently was doing ; but 
she went straight on once more, as a surgeon would. 

" But that other lady said : ' No, Madame, no, ladies: 
but I am going to tell you why Monsieur, the General, 
is angry with his son.' 'Very well, why?* — 'Why? 
It is just — because — he is — a little mani ' " 

General Villivicencio stood straight up. 

" Ah I mon ami," cried the lady, rising excitedly, 
" I have wounded you a.nd made you nngry, with my 
silly revelations. Pardon me, my friend. Those were 
foolish girls, and, anyho w, they admired you. They 
said you looked glorioua— grand — at the bead of tbe 
procession." 

Now, all at once, the General felt the tremendous 
fatigues of the day ; tliere was a wild, swimming, 
whirling sensation in his bead that forced him to let 
Mb eyelids sink down ; yet, just there, in the midst 
of his painful bewilderment, he realized with ecstatic 
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ecmiplMeiic; that the moet martial-looking man in 
Louisiana was standing in his spurs with the band of 
Louiaians's queeuliest woman laid tenderly od hii 
win. 

" I am a wretched tattler 1" eaidshe. 

" Ah 1 no, Madame, you are my dearest friend, yes.* 

*' Well, anyhow, I caJled them fools. ' All I inno- 
cent creatures,' I said, ' think you a man of bis sense 
and goodness, giving his thousands to the sick and 
afflicted, will cease to love bis only son because he is 
not big like a horse or quarrelsome like a dt^? No, 
ladies, there is a great reason which none of yoa 
know.' ' Well, well,' they cried, ' tell it ; he has need 
of a very good reason ; tell it now.' 'My ladies,' I 
said, ' I must not ' — for, G^eDeral, for all the world 
I knew not a reason why you should be angry against 
your son ; you know, General, yon have never told 
me." 

The beauty ^ain laid her hand on bis arm and 
gazed, with round-eyed simplicity, into Mb sombre 
countenance. For an instant her witchery had almost 
conquered. 

" Nay, Madame, some day I shall tell you ; I have 
more than one burden hert. But let me ask yoii to be 
seated, for I have a questioD, also, for you, which I 
have longed to ask. It lies heavily upon my heart; I 
most ask it now. A matter of so great importance " — 

Madame 'a little brown aunt gave a faint cough from 
• dim comer of the room. 

" 'Tis a beautiful uigbt," she remarked, and iteppvd 
out on tbe balcony. 
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The General took it, and, clearing bis throat, gazed 
arotind apon the Jars and jare with their tittle Adanii 
and Eves in zoological gardeos. 

" Is all going well, papa? " finally asked Dr. Mossy. 

"Tea." 

Then there was a long paose. 

" 'Tis a beantiful day," said the son. 

" Very beautiful," rejoined the father. 

" I thought there wonld have been a rain, but it has 
cleared off," said the son. 

" YeB," responded tha father, and dmnuned on the 
desk. 

"Does it appear to be turning cool?" asked the 
son. 

" No ; it does not appear to be turning cool at all," 
WW tbe answer. 

t^H'm 'ml" said Dr. Mossy. 

'*Bem!" said General Yillivicencio. 

Dr. Moasy, not realising his own action, stole a 
glance at his manuscript. 

" I am interrupting yon,' said the General, quickly, 
and rose. 

" No, no I pardon me ; be seated ; it gives me great 
pleasure to — I did not know what I was doing. It is 
the work with wiiich I fill my leisure momenta." 

So tlie General settled down again, and father and 
■on sat reiy close to each other — in a bodily sense ; 
■piritnally they were many mites apart. The General'^ 
finger-ends, softly tapping the desk, had the sound ot 
far-away drums. 

"Tb» dty — it is healthy? " asked the General. 
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"Did you ask me if" — SEiid tlie little Doctoi, stut 
lug &nd looking up. 

"The city — it has not much aickneas at preseat?" 
repeated the father. 

" No, yes — not much," said Mossy, and, with 
Dtter uDconBciousuesB, leaned down upon his elbow 
ftnd supplied an omitted word to the manaBcript. 

The General was on Ills feet as if by the tonch of a 
Bpring. 

" I must go!" 

"Ah I no, papa," said the son. 

"But, yea, I must." 

" But wait, papa, I had just now something to speak 
of" — 

" Well? " said the GeneraJ, atauding with hia hand 
on the door, and with rather a dark couateuauce. 

Dr. Mossy touched his fingers to his forehead, try- 
ing to remember. 

"1 fear I have — ah I I rejoice to see your name 
before the public, dear papa, and at the head of the 
ticket." 

The Gieneral's displeasure sank down tike an eaglfl'a 
feathers. He smiled thankfully, and bowed. 

"My frienda compelled me," he said. 

"They think you will be elected?" 

" They will not doubt it. But what think yoo, my 

Now the son had a convicUoo which it would iMn 
been madness to express, so he only said: 
" Tbey could not elect one more fiuthfol." 
The General bowed solemnly. 



^ 



i 



288 OLD CBXOLK T>ATa. 

" Perlups the people will tMnk bo ; my fiieDds b» 
lieve the J will," 

"Yoor frieDds who bave nsed your name should 
help you as much as the; can, papa," said the Doctor. 
"Myself, I should like to aseiBtyou, papa, if I could." 

<* A-babl " said the pleased father, inerednlouBly. 

" But, yes," said the bod. 

A thrill of delight filled the General's frame. 2%ia 
was like a sou. 

" Thaiik yon, my son ! I thank you much. Ah, 
Mossy, my dear boy, you make me happy ! " 

" But," added Mossy, realizing with a tremor how 
far he had gone, '^ I see not how it is poasibte." 

The General's chin dropped. 

"Not being a public man," continued the Doctor; 
" unleSB, indeed, my pen — you might enlist my pen." 

He paused with a smile of bashful inquiry. The 
General stood aghast for a moment, and then caught 
the idea. 

"Certainly! cer-tain-lyl ha, ha, ha I" — backing 
out of the door — "certainly! Ah! Mossy, yon are 
right, to be sure ; to make a complete world we must 
have Bwords and pens. Well, my son, 'a« revoir;' 
no, I cannot stay — I will return. I hasten to tell my 
friends that the pen of Dr. Mossy is on onr side! 
Adieu, dear son." 

Standing outside on llie banquette he bowed — not 
to Dr. Mossy, but to the balcony of the big red-brick 
bont — a most sunshiny smile, and departed. 

The very next morning, as if fate had ordered it, 
Ite VUlivicencio ticket was attacked — ambushed, at 
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it were, from beliind the AinoricDin newspaper. Thft 
oiislAUght -waB^at least Genera! Villiviceacio said it 
was — absolutely ruffianly. Never had all the lofty 
courtesies aud formalities of chivalric contest been so 
completely ignored. Poisoned balls — at least per- 
Bonal epithets — were used. The General himself was 
called ■■ antiquated ! " The friends who had nomi- 
nated him, they were positively sneered at ; dubbed 
"foaails," "old ladies," and their caucus termed 
"irresponsible "— thunder and lightning! gentlemen 
of honor to be termed " not responsible 1 " It waa 
asserted that the nomination was made secretly, in a 
private house, by two or three unauthorized harum- 
scarums (that touched the very bone) who had with 
more caution than propriety withheld their names. 
The article was headed, " The Crayfish-eaters' Ticket" 
It continued further to say that, had not the publica- 
tion of this ticket been regarded as a dull boai, it 
would not have been suffered to pass for two weeks 
unchallenged, and that it was now high time the uni- 
versal wish should be realized in its withdrawal. 

Among the earliest readers of this production wa« 
the young Madame. She first enjoyed a quiet gleeful 
smile over it, and then called : 

" Ninide, here, take this down to Dr. Mossy — 
stop." She marked the communication heavily with 
her gold pencil, " No answer ; he need not return iL" 
About the same hour, and in a neighboring street, 
one of the " not responaibles " knocked on the Tilli- 
vicencio castle gate. The General invited him into 
hia bedroom. With a short and strictly profane bw 
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ftngue the visitor produced the offensive newapsper, 
And was about to begin reading, vhen one of thoM 
loud naaal blusts, so peculiar to the Gaul, resonnded 
at the gate, and another " not reBponsible " entered, 
more excited, if possible, than the first. Several 
minutea were spent in exchanging fierce sentimente 
and slapping the palm of the left band rapidly with 
the back of the right. Presently there woa a pause 
for breath. 

"Alphonse, proceed to read,*' said the Gflneral, 
sitting up io bed. 

"De Crayflsh- eaters' Ticket" — began Alphonse; 
but a third rapping at the gate interrupted bim, and a 
thmi "irresponsible " re-enforced their namber, talk- 
mg loudly and wildly to the waiting-man as he came up 
the haU. 

Fmally, Alphonse read the article. Little by little 
the incensed gentlemen gave it a hearing, now two 
words and now three, intemipting it to rip out long, 
rasping maledictions, and wag their foreflngers at each 
other as they strode ferociously about the apartment. 

As Alphonse reached the close, and dashed the 
paper to the floor, the whole qnartet, In terrific uni- 
son, cried for the blood of the editor. 

But hereupon the General spoke with anthority. 

"No, Mesaieura," he said, bnttoning hia dreseing- 
gown, sav^ely, " you shall not fight him. I forbid it 
— you shall not! " 

"But," cried the three at once, "one of os mmt 
fight, and you — you cannot ; if you fight our caiue \» 
loet ! The candidate must not fight." 
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"Hah'h! Uessienrs," cried the hero, beating bii 
breast and lifting his eyes, " grace au del. I have a 
son. Yes, my beloved friends, a eon who shall call 
the villain out and make him pay for his impudence 
with blood, or eat his words in to-morrow morcing's 
paper. Qearen be thanked that gave me a eon for 
this occasion I I shall see him at once — as soon u 
Tcan dress.'* 

" We will go with yon." 

" No, gentlemen, let me see my son alone. 1 can 
meet you at Maspero's in two honrs. Adieu, my dear 
friends," 

He was resolved. 

" Au revoir," said the dear fHends. 

Shortly after, cane in hand. General Villivlcendo 
moved with an ireful stride up the hnnquette of Rue 
Royale, .Tnst as he passed the red-brick front one of 
the batten ebnttera opened the faintest bit, and a cer- 
tmn pair of lovely eyes looked after him, without any 
of that round simplicity which we have before discov- 
ered in them. As he half turned to knock at his son's 
door he glanced at this very shutter, Itut it was aa 
tightly closed as thongh the house were an enchanted 
palace. 

Dr. Mossy's door, on the contrary, swung ajar when 
he knocked, and the General entered. 

"Well, my son, have you seen that newspaper? 
No, I think not. I see yon have not, since yonr cheeks 
are not red with shame and anger." 

Dr. MoBsy looked up with astonishment from ths 
desk where he sat writing. 
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** What is that, papa ? " 

"My feith! Moesy, is it possible yon have not 
heard of the attack upon me, which has surprised aad 
exasperated the city this morning? " 

"No," said Dr. Mossy, with still greater soTprise, 
and laying bis hand on the arm of his chair. 

His father put on a dying look. " Hy soul 1 " At 
Uiat moment his glance fell upon the paper which had 
been sent in by Madame D^liclense. " But, Mossy, 
my eon," he screamed, " there it is 1 " striking it rap- 
idly with one finger — "there! there 1 there! read iti 
It calls me ' not responsible I ' ' not responsible * it 
calls me! Read I react!" 

"But, papa," said the quiet little Doctor, rising, 
and accepting the crumpled paper thrust at him, "I 
have read this. If this is it, well, then, already I un 
preparing to respond to it." 

The General seized him violently, and, spreading a 
suffocating kiss on his face, sealed it with an affec- 
tionate oath. 

"Ah, Mossy, my boy, yon are glorious! Ton had 
begnn already to write I Tou are glorions I Read to 
me what yon have written, my son." 

The Doctor took np a, bit of manascript, and reaom- 
ing his chair, began : 

"HxsBKB. EniTOBs: On your Joumal of thiamoniliig"-- 

« Eh 1 how I yon nave not written it in English, la 

it, BOB?" 

"Bnt, yes, papa." 

>< 'Tis a vile tongne," «dd the Geneml ; " bat, U U 
m necessary — proceed." 
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"IfEBSBB. Editobb: Od yonr journaJ of this monJng li 
publlihed *,a editorial artlcla upon Ihn Tilllvlcencio ticket, 
wliich la plentiful And abandact frith miatakes. Wbo is tba 
aaUior or writer of the above said editorial artirle your com 
•pondeDt doei at present Ignore, but doubts not be la one who, 
baaty to form an opinion, will yet, however, make his aMcnt t« 
ibe correction ot some eirora and mlstAkes which ' ' — 



" Bah I " cried the General. 

Dr. Mossy looked up, bluBhiog crimson. 

"Bah!" cried the GieneraJ, still more forcibly. 
" BStise I " 

" How? " asked the gentie aon. 

" 'Tis all nonsenti" cried the General, bursting 
into English. "Hall you 'ave to say is: "Sienr 
Editenrs! I want yon s'all give de nem of de in- 
dignan' scoundrel who meek some lies on you' paper 
about mon p^re et see amis ! " 

"Ah-h!" said Dr. Mossy, in a tone of derision 
and anger. 

His father gazed at him in mute astonishment. He 
fctood beside his disorderly little desk, his small form 
drawn up, a hand thrust into his breast, and that look 
of invincibility in his eyes such as blue eyes sometimes 
surprise us with. 

"Ton want me to fight," he said. 

" My ffiith ! " gasped the General, loosening In all 
his Joints. " I believe — you may cut me in pieces if 
I do not believe you were going to reason it out in the 
newspaper! Fight? If I want you to fight? Upc» 
my soul, I believe you do not want to fight ! " 

"No," said Mossy. 
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'' consider it unsaid. 1 



■' I was wrong. 



"Hy God!" whispered the General. His hesrl 
•eemed to I)reak. 

^'Yea," B&id the 8t«&dil; goEing Doctor, hie lipt 
IrembliDg ae he opened them. " Yee. your G!od I 
&m afraid" — 

" Afraid 1 " gasped the General. 

"Yes," raug ont the Doctor, ^'afraid; afraid 1 
God forbid that I should not be afraid. But I will 
tell you what I do not fear — I do not fear to call your 
affairs of honor — murder I " 

' ' My Bon ! ' ' cried the father. 

" I retract," cried the bod ; 
will never reproach my father." 

"It is well," said the father, 
is my quaiTel. I go to settle it myself." 

Dr. Mossy moved qnickly between bis father and 
the door. General VOlivicencio stood before him 
utterly bowed down. 

"Wliat will you?" sadly demanded the old man. 

"Paiia," said the son, with much tendemeas, "1 
cannot permit you. Fifteen years we were strangers, 
and yesterday were friends. You must not leave me 
so. 1 will even settle this quarrel for you. You must 
let me. I am pledged to your service." 

The peace-loving little doctor did not mean "to 
settle," but "to adjust." He felt in an instant that 
he was miaunderstooil ; yet, as quiet people are apt to 
do, though not wishing to deceive, be let the misint«r- 
pretation stand. In his embaiTassment he did not 
know with absolute certainty wha' le should do htm- 
■elf. 
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The father's face — be thought of bat one way t« 
•ettle a qu&rrel — began instautly to brigbteD. "1 
woald myself do it," he said, apologeticallj, " bnt mj 
friends forbid it." 

"And 80 do I," Biud the Doctor, "but I will go 
Bjself now, and will not retam until all is flnisbed 
Give me the paper." 

" My son, 1 do not wish to oompel yon." 

There was sometbing acid in the Doctor's smile aa 
be answered : 

" No ; but give me the paper, if yoa please." 

The General banded it. 

" Papa," said the son, " you mnst wait here for my 
return." 

" But I have an appointment at Maspero'a at " — 

"I will call and make excioae for yon," said Ihe 



"Well," coueented the almost happy father, "go, 
my son ; I will stay. Bat it aome of your sick shall 
call?" 

"Sit quiet," said the son. "They will ttuuk nu 
one is here." And the General noticed that the dust 
my so tliicli on the panes that a person outside would 
bane to put his face close to th.e glass to see within. 

In the course of half an hour the Doctor bad reached 
the newspaper office, tliricc addressed himself to the 
wroEig person, finally found the courteous editor, and 
easily convinced him that bis father bad been impoaed 
npon ; but when Dr. Mosey went farther, and asked 
which one of the talented editorial stafF tad written 
aw article: 
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"Too aesi Doctor," sud the editor — "Jiut stey 
into my private office a momeDt." 

They went in together. The next iniaute saw Dr. 
Moasy departing hurriedly from the place, while the 
editor complacently resumed his pen, assured that ha 
would not return. 

General ViUivicencio sat and waited among the ser- 
pents and innocentB. His spirits began to droop 
again. Bevolving Mosey'e words, Le could not escape 
the fear that possibly, after all, his son might compro- 
mise the VilUvicencio honor in the interests of peace. 
Not that he preferred to put his son's life in jeopardy ; 
he would not object 1o an adjustment, proyided the 
enemy should beg for it. But if not, whom woold hia 
son select to perform those friendly offices indispens- 
able in polite quarrels? Some half -priest, half- woman ? 
Some spectacled book-worm? He suffered. 

The monotony of hia paasiTC task was relieved by 
one or two callers who bad the sagacity (or bad man- 
ners) to peer through the dirty glass, and then open 
the door, to whom, half rising from his chair, he 
answered, with a polite smile, that the Doctor was out, 
nor could he say how long he might be absent. Still 
the time dragged painfully, and he began at length to 
wonder why Mossy did not return. 

There omie a rap at the glass door different from all 
the raps that had forerun it — a fearlesa, but gentle, 
dignified, graceful rap ; and the General, before he 
looked round, felt in all his veins that it came from 
the young Madame. Yes, there was her glorions out- 
line thrown sidewise upon the glass. He hastened 
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uid threw open the door, bending low at the sune 
Instant, and extending his hand. 

She extended hers alao, bat not to take his. With 
ft calm dexterity that took the General'a breath, 8h« 
nkched between him and the door, and closed it. 

*'Wbat is the matter?" anxiousl; asked the General 
—for her face, in spite of its smile, was severe. 

"General," she b^an, ignoriDg his inquiry — and, 
with all her Creole bows, smiles, and insinnating 
phrases, the severity of her countenance but partially 
waned — "I came to see my pfaysician — your eon. 
Ah I General, when I find yon reconciled to your son, 
it makes me think I am in heaven. Ton will let me 
■ay so? You will not be offended with the old play- 
mate of your son ? ' ' 

She gave him no time to answer. 

" Be b out, I think, is he not? But I am glad of 
it. It gives us occasion to rejoice tc^ether over his 
many merits. For you know. General, in all the yean 
of yonr estrangement, Mossy had no friend like myself. 
I am prond to tell yon so now ; ia it not so?" 

The General was so taken aback that, when be bad 
thanked her in a mechanical way, he could say nothing 
else. She seemed to fall for a little while into a 
sad meditation that embarrassed him beyond measure. 
But as be opened his mouth to speak, she resumed : 

" Nobody knew him so well as I ; though I, poof 
me, I could not altogether understand him ; for Iocs 
you, General, he was — what do you think? — a gnat 
man! — nothing less." 

"How?" asked the General, not knowli^ what else 
to respond. 
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"Tod nerer dreuned of that, eh?" oontinned Um 
lad; " Bnt, of ooarBe not ; nobody did bnt me. 
Some of thoee Ain^ricaios, I Boppoee, knew it ; but 
who would ever ask them ? Here in Eoyal Street, in 
New Orleans, where we people know nothing and care 
DOthIng bat for meat, drink, and pleasure, he was only 
Dr. Hosay, who gave pills. My faith I General, do 
wonder you were disappointed In your son, for you 
thonght the same. Ah I yes, yon did ! Bot why did 
yoa not ask me, his old playmate? I knew better. T 
oonld have told yon how yoar little son stood head and 
ahonlders above the crowd. I could have told you 
some things too wonderfnl to believe. I conid have 
told yoo that his name was known and honored in the 
scientific sdiools of Paris, of London, of (rermany ! 
Tea I I conld have shown you " — she wanned as she 
proceeded — "I could have shown you letters (I 
iM^ged them of him), written as between brother 
and brother, from the foremost men of science and 
discovery 1 " 

She stood up, her eyes flashing with excitement. 

** Bnt why did you never tell me ? " cried the Gen- 
eral. 

"He never wonld aDow me — bnt jon — why did 
yoo not ask me? I will tell yon ; you were too prond 
to inflation yonr son. Bnt he had pride to matdi yours 
—ha I— achieving all — eveiy thing — with an assumed 
name I 'Let me tell yonr father,' 1 implored him; 
but — 'let him find me ont,' he said, and yon never 
tonnd him out. Abl there he was floe He would 
not, he said, though only for yonr sake, re-*Dter yonr 
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afBeotioiu M any thing more or leas than Just — you 
Bon. Hal" 

And so she went od. Tirenty timea the old Gen 
eral was aBtonlshed anew, twenty tamea was angty oi 
alanned enough to ciy out, bet twenty times she would 
«ot be interrnpted. Once he attempted to laogh, but 
■gahi her hand commanded silence. 

" Behold, Monsieur, all these dusty specimens, tbeca 
revolting fr^ments. How have yoa blushed to know 
that oar Idle people Ungh in their sleeves at these 
ttiii^ I How have you blushed — and you his father I 
But why did yon not ask me? I could have told yon ; 
* Sir, yonr eon is not sn apothecary ; not one of these 
ugly things but baa helped him on in the glorious path 
of discovery; discovery, Geaeral — your son — known 
In Europe as a scientific discoverer I ' Ah-h I the blind 
people say, ' How is that, that Greneral Villivicendo 
should be dissatisfied with hia son ? Be is a good man, 
and a good doctor, only a Uttle careless, that's all.' 
But fou were more blind still, for you shut your eyes 
tight tike this ; when, had yoa searched for bis virtnea 
as yoa did for \as faalts, you, too, might have knowo 
before it was too late what nobility, what beauty, 
what strength, were In the character of your poor, 
poor eonl" 

"Just Heaven I Madame, yon shall not speak ol 
my son as of one dead and barled I Bat, if yoa kan 
wme bad news " — 

" Tour son took your quarrel <» hli hands, sbF " 

"I believe so — I think" — 

" Well ; I saw hfas an boar ago in aeanA ol 3M 
ererl " 
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"He mOBt find him I" Bidd the Generftl, pluoklag 
ap. 

"But If the search is already over," slowly re- 
•ponded Madame. 

The father looked one iuataut in her face, then roM 
with aD exclamation : 

*'Where is my son? What has happened? Do 
yon think I am a child, to be trifled with — a horse 
to be teased? Tell me of my son 1 " 

Madame was stricken tritb genuine anguish. 

"Take your chair," she begged; "wait; listen; 
take yoor chair." 

" Never I " cried the General ; " I am going to find 
my son — my God I Madame, yon have locked this 
door! What are yon, tliat you ehoald treat me so? 
Give me, this instant " — 

" Oh I Monsieur, I beseech yoa to take yonr chair, 
and I will tell yon all. You can do nothing now. 
Listen ! suppose you should rush out and find that 
your son bad played the coward at last! Sit down 
and" — 

"Ah I Madame, this is play I" cried the dietractod 
man. 

" But DO ; it is not play. Sit down ; I want to ask 
yoD something." 

He sank down and she stood over him, anguish and 
tttamph strangely mingled in her beantiFul face. 

" General, tell me true ; did you not force this quar 
rel into your son's hand P I know he would not choosa 
lo have it. Did you not do it to teat his courage, 
beoonte all these fifteen years you have made yonraeU 



MADAME DS-LiaieUSB. 



ft fool frith the fear that he became a atadent only to 
escape being a soldier? Did yoa not? " 

Her eyes looked him tlirongli and tbrongh. 

"And if I did?" demanded he with faint defiance. 

"Yes I and if he hae made dreadful haste and 
proved hia couri^e? " asked ahe. 

"Well, then," — the General strai^tAoed op tri- 
ompbantly — ' ' then he is m; son I ' ' 

He beat the desk. 

" And heir to your wealth, for example?" 

" Certainly." 

The lady bowed in solemn mockery. 

*' It will make liim a magniflcent funeral I " 

The father bounded up and stood speeoUesa, tniB' 
bling from head to foot. Madame looked straight ii 
hia eye. 

" Tour eon has met the writer of that artdcle." 

"Where?" the old man's lips tried to ask. 

" Suddenly, unexpectedly, in a pass^e-way." 

"My God! and the villain. " — 

" Lives I " cried Madame. 

He rushed to the door, forgetting that it was locked. 

"Give me that key!" he cried, wrenched at tha 
knob, turned away bewildered, turned again toward it, 
and again away ; and at every step and turn he cried, 
" Oh I my son, my son I I have killed my son ! Oh I 
Hossy, my son, my little boy ! Oh I my son, my son I ' 

Madame buried her face in her hands and sobbed 
aloud. Then tiie father hushed his cries and stood foi 



before her. 
" GiT« nw the key, Cltuisse, let me go." 
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She roM and laid her face on his Bhooldcr. 
'What is it, ClarisseF " asked he. 

" Tour son and I were ten years betrothed." 

"Oh, my child! " 

" Becaose, being diainherited, he would not be my 
hiubaDd." 

" Alaa I would to God 1 had known it 1 Ob I Moeiy. 
my aoa," 

" Oh I Monsieur," cried the lady, clasping her hands, 
"toi^ve me — mourn no more — your son ia un- 
harmed! / wrote the article — I am your recanting 
slanderer I Your aon is hunting for me now. I told 
my aunt to misdirect him. I slipped by him unseen 
is the carriage-way." 

The wild old General, having already sta^ered back 
and rushed forward agaiu, would have seized her in 
his arms, had not the tittle Doctor himself at that in 
staut violently rattled the door and shook hia finger at 
them playfully as he peered through the glass. 

^< Behold I " said Madame, attempting a amile : 
" open to your son ; here is the key." 

She sank into a chair. 

Father and son leaped into each other's arms ; theo 
turned to Madame : 

*' Ah I thou lovely nuBohlef-maker " — 

She had fainted away. 

*' Ah I well, keep out of tbe way, if yon pleaw, 
papa," said Dr. Mossy, as Madame presently r»- 
opened her eyes ; "no wonder you fainted; yoa tuT* 
finished some hard woik — see ; here ; w ; CUriiM, 
Hear, take this.' 
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Father and son stood side by side, tenderly regard- 
ing her as she revived. 

" Now, papa, you may kiss her ; she is quite her- 
self again, already. " 

"My daughter!" said the stately General; "this 
— is my son's ransom ; and, with this, — ^I withdraw 
the Villivicencio ticket." 

''You shall not," exclaimed the laughing lady, 
throwing her arms about his neck. 

"But, yes!" he insisted; "my faith! you will at 
least allow me to remove my dead from the field." 

"But, certainly ;" said the son ; " see, Clarisse, here 
is Madame, your aunt, asking us all into the house. 
Let us go." 

The group passed out into the Bue Boyale, Dr. 
Mossy shutting the door behind them. The sky was 
blue, the air was soft and balmy, and on the sweet 
south breeze, to which the old General bared his grate- 
ful brow, floated a ravishing odor of — 

" Ah ! what is it ? " the veteran asked of the younger 
pair, seeing the little aunt glance at them with a play- 
ful smila 

Madame D61icieuse for almost the first time in her 
life, and Dr. Mossy for the thousandth — blushed. 

It was the odor of orange-blossomi. 
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